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R I O T S !
Sydney is experiencing an exception­
ally cold winter this year. I know, I’ve 
been getting up before six each morning 
to go to work. Already I hear the mailman 
shoving the sympathy cards into my let­
ter box. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not 
complaining. After eighteen months 
without a job. I’m enjoying catching up 
on a few records I’ve missed out on of 
late. No, all I’m saying is I can speak of 
Sydney’s cold winter from first hand ex­
perience. And the situation is hardly 
being helped by the N.S.W. power 
generating system, which has been tot­
tering on the brink of disaster ail winter. 
Poor old Pat Hills, our illustrious energy 
minister (the man recently deemed by a 
Sydney Morning Herald poll as the worst 
Labor leader in history) may well bring 
down the N.S.W. government single 
handed. And when the competition for 
category of most exciting new band in 
Sydney is about as cool as most 
people’s morning shower, I often decide 
the best place to stay at night is at horrie 
in front of the TV set, a cup of coffee in 
one hand and a packet of biscuits in the
other.
Icehouse are off and running in the USA 
with their album sitting at No. 128 with a bullet 
in Cashbox, the US trade magazine. The 
band were due to do their first five North 
American dates in early August, with one in 
Boston, one at New York’s Ritz Club and a 
couple in Canada. While in London the band 
made two film clips (for We Can Get 
Together’ and ‘Icehouse’ with producer 
Russell Mulcahy, who did both the ‘Bette 
Davis Eyes’ and Vienna’ clips.)
New Pretenders, Talking Heads and the 
debut album from the Bureau (there’ll be a 
story on them next issue) all to be released 
later this month.
Missing Link will be re-releasing the 
Crackajacks ‘Long Blonde Hair’ this month. It 
seems that commercial radio is now ready
(thanks Stray Cats and Shakin’ Stevens!) to 
play it. The band are the hot tip for the Stray 
Cats tour support in September.
Jo Jo Zep and the halcons Mark III to 
support UB40?
Mushroom Records head Michael 
Gudinski setting up a new label to release 
overseas acts exclusively. The label, called 
Liberation, will be distributed by E.M.I. and 
among the artists to be featured are Hazel 
O’Connor, the db’s. Mink de Ville, Joan Jett 
and Kid Creole and the Coconuts.
Due to the disruption of mail services 
over the past month there will be. no 
letters column or Keri Phillips’ ‘New York, 
New York’ this issue. We hope to be able 
to bring them to you again next month.
Actually, I have a confession to make. Our 
house seems to be situated so close to a 
hospital for us to never experience a black­
out. Usually I’m wracked with guilt. Should I 
turn off my TV set for three hours in every six 
in sympathy with everyone else in Sydney 
not fortunate enough to live near a hospital? 
Human nature being as it is, I decide to watch 
the box around the clock. Still I can always 
relax safe in the knowledge that I use only 
one light and don’t even own an electric 
heater. To cut a long story short. I’m pleased I 
did leave the TV set on, othenwise I may have 
missed the nightly spectacle of a Britain torn 
apart by riots and. civil strife.
You may think I’m stretching the limits of a 
rock column by tossing in my two bob’s worth 
on the British riots. I’d hasten to point out that 
the British youth rampaging across our TV 
sets and newspapers have short hair or 
dread locks and listen to the Beat or Echo 
and the Bunnymen just as much as we do. So 
that makes it probably more important to this 
paper (my opinion) than the review of the 
latest Australian Crawl album or Sports gig or 
anything else happening in our safe Austra­
lian rock and roll home.
I said I’d been out of a job for eighteen 
months and a good deal of that was self- 
imposed. Now that wouldn’t mean a thing to 
someone in England facing the prospect of 
an entire lifetime on the dole. And that is no 
exaggeration. Already Britain’s unemploy­
ment is running at 11 %, 40-50% among West 
Indians and Asians in the inner cities, and 
that makes Australia’s near 300,000 seem 
like a drop in the bucket. And if Margaret 
Thatcher is allowed to keep up her un­
employment boosting, monetarist policies, 
the prospect of a lifetime on the dole for 
young Britons will become almost the norm.
Rock and roll has been around for twenty- 
five years and for all its image as the rebel 
music, it’s proved pathetically innocuous. 
Twenty-five years of hate and anger has 
been directed at parents, teachers and 
girlfriends. The best the last generation could 
do was wallow in the mud at Woodstock while 
the U.S. Airforce hand fed them. Finally that 
anger has been directed at people who really 
deserve it (and I mean Margaret Thatcher 
and her Tory side kicks, not the English 
police). People have stopped singing about 
no future and finally got up and done some­
thing about it. Remerhber the Sex Pistols’ 
‘Anarchy in the U.K.”  or the Clash singing 
“ English Civil War’’, Chelsea’s “ Right to 
Work’’ and the Adverts’ ‘Bored Teenagers’? 
Remember the first Tom Robinson Band’s
album?: It’s certainly going to be a long, hot'^ 
summer from now on. Now I’m not about to 
suggest the youth of Australia should im­
mediately start stoning their local police (al­
though in Queensland for instance, they 
have every reason to). But that yawning gulf 
between the haves and have nets in this 
country is widening pretty quickly. And I know 
which side most young people are stuck on. 
This is beginning to sound like a policy 
speech. It’s not — it’s more an appeal for a bit 
more awareness than is currently being 
exhibited in the rock pubs of Sydney.
I was at the Sylvania Hotel to see the Sun- 
nyboys and the Singles, (two all too rare ex­
ponents of wit and intelligence) and you 
should have seen the dandruff fall when the 
D.J. played Led Zeppelin’s “Rock and Roll’’. 
Now what has really been achieved in the last 
five years? Take this pathetic outbreak of 
New Romanticism for instance. Dressing up 
in smart clothes can be fun but when fashion 
becomes an end in itself, the awareness 
quotient takes a sudden nose dive. When the 
dole weighs in at $106.90 a fortnight and your 
young romantic shirts and pantaloons cost 
$150.00 a piece at your favourite trend set­
ting boutique in the Strand or Imperial Ar­
cades, the problem soon becomes apparent.
I find all this Beau Monde bit, especially 
coming from England, quite baffling. The rich 
young things stick their heads in the sand and 
hope it all blows over. . .  Somehow, I think 
not. It all seems too much like desperation to 
me, and desperation doesn’t fade away. As I 
write this, the riots have continued for a week 
without abate. By the time you read this, the 
picture may have become a little clearer. Di 
and China’s big hitch will presumably have 
taken place. Now this is the big upturn in the 
economy and boom for the British china cup 
and plate industry Margaret Thatcher has 
been waiting for. But what would any upturn 
in the economy be worth when the hearts of 
Britain’s cities are cesspools of unemploy­
ment and economic and social decay? At 
least the current strife is not racial, (Ita But- 
trose and the R.S.L. take note). Black, white 
and Asians loot side by side.
Mmm, this hasn’t amounted to much more 
than my personal ravings, but perhaps it is 
time to think a little more. Is living in a tower 
block in Redfern much different from a tower 
block in Brixton? Australia may appear so 
much more affluent than Britain, and it may 
well be. But try telling that to the 2 million 
Australians who live in poverty. These riots 
may all be happening on the other side of the 
globe, but let’s try not to forget them and what 
they imply as we sip our beers at Sylvania or 
Macy’s or where ever else we choose to 
spend our time or money.
Scott Matheson
THE FOURTH 
ADELAIDE FILM 
EVENT
Adelaide, unlike Sydney and Melbourne has no film 
festival this year.
The festival in recent years has been sloppy, ill-attended 
and disappointing — contributing to its demise. Fortunately 
the Fourth Adelaide Film Event is about to break, giving 
Adelaide a chance to see some stylish films.
Nine films are scheduled, such august directors as 
Fellini, Truffaut, Resnais, and Wajda represent the 
European new wave/old wave. John Cassavetes’ GLORIA, 
a fairy tale about a gang moll escaping from the Mob in New 
York.
Also from the U.S. are two films, Alan Francovich’s ON 
COMPANY BUSINESS, outlining the C.I.A.’s dirty tricks in 
foreign policy matters, and John Lowenthal’s THE TRIALS 
OF ALGER HISS, a bizarre (TRUE) event in hysterical 
post-war America whipped up by the young Richard Nixon 
and Joe McCarthy.
The LIFE and TIMES of ROSIE the RIVETER, which was 
well-received at this year’s Sydney Film Festival is a doco 
about working women by a woman director, Connie Field. 
The anti-nuclear energy concerts NO NUKES, starring the 
Boss and other ageing well-heeled pop stars supplies the 
musical interest in this year’s event.
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“Psychedelic heavy metal,
Take this flower or I ’ll break your arm’
Jade D’Adrenz 
(from ‘Crash Sweet Crash’)
See venison die, see p igs fly, see true 
trag ic com edy extracted from the very 
bowels o f n il inspiration. M anic depres­
sion in pictures, the urge to slide evenly 
and pain lessly into the abyss.
What do you think about when you're so 
sick you can hardly move, it’s so bloody cold 
outside you don’t want to move, the TV’s on 
the blink, and you’ve just used up your last 
sachet of cream of chicken soup? That’s 
easy, you don’t think, you go back to sleep. 
Going to sleep is like going to the movies, 
but cheaper.
I dreamt last week that I was being 
chased around outside the Hilton Hotel by a 
hundred thugs wielding baseball bats. See, 
waking up can be fun. It usually isn’t 
especially if you’re still sick, the TV’s still 
fucked, and there’s no soup left.
Funny dream that. I think it was the 
promoter who set the thugs on me. It was for 
heckling some hideous heavy-metal- 
Flowers (Icehouse) cross called Black- 
water. I wanted to hear them play ‘‘Dead 
Flowers”, but they didn’t seem to know it. 
Perhaps it was because I like the Shreds. It 
was a confusing dream.
Talking about heavy metal, atleastthe first 
bunch of dinosaurs knew how to become 
extinct with style, and with a minimum of fuss 
(quietly at that). But it’s hard to conceive of 
something with two brains, each the size of a 
pea, going senile. The modern (?) version, 
boasting four or five brains, each with the 
capacity of a pea, has been carrying on with 
the noisiest stompings and thrashings for 
ages. The world’s most drawn out and 
cacophanous death rattle.
And talking of becoming extinct. The Bad 
Poets may now rest in peace.
The Adelaide fanzine war is now fully 
under way, with all sorts of name calling 
going on. This has come about with the 
debut of a new paper. The Archangel, which 
features a column o f dubious socia l 
etiquette, John Slow’s Gibberish Scene. Tm 
touched (by a leper, yes?) The nosebleeds 
haven’t stopped for a month. But then, what 
are noses for? Poor John.
Shit, why would anyone want to do this? I 
went to a vocational guidance officer when I 
was fifteen, and he told me I should never do 
anything where I have to deal with sick 
people. So I became a rock and roll 
journalist? Smart.
Anyway, folks, back to ‘‘What do you think 
about?” etc. Under duress, I always try to 
devote my time to cheerful matters, such as 
Reagan’s prophesied demise. The Dagoes
rise to world domination, and the slow 
torture of Toby Cluechaz (editor and pub­
lisher of The Archangel -  Quick boss, put 
him on the payroll, we’ll short circuit his//We 
scam).
(Just did it J.D. -  Ed.)
To this end I concentrate my unlimited 
mental capacities toward compilation of the 
monthly Doe report. My hit parade, ‘‘John 
Doe’s Hit List”, which comprises who should 
cop the cleaver and why.
The only real one worth mentioning at the 
moment is The Cure, for asking thirteen 
dollars admission to their gigs. They should 
be taken to the desert and left there until they 
expire (goannas don’t take bribes), and then 
left there some more).
THE NEWT GETS 
MARRIED. Dl BRINGS 
HOME THE BACON, ON A
GAFF
All they needed was a rocket launcher 
and some ammunition, and and alley-way. 
No need for any innocent(?) bystander to get 
hurt. Just lob a little bomb onto St. Pauls. A 
loud bang, and a few bricks fall in.
So what, but imagine the panic. Seven 
hundred million people suddenly are in­
terested. Three thousand fops in a church all 
running for their lives, with a commentary by 
Richard Burton. What more could you ask 
for on Wednesday night television (twice)? A 
real spectacle, not just bullshit.
Personally, I could not have resisted 
throwing a packet of squibs under the royal 
carriage, just to find out how many machine 
guns they really did have hidden under all 
that pomp.
What a sight, eh? One firecracker goes 
off, and all of a sudden hundreds of crazed 
security cops go berserk with sub-machine 
guns. They fire every which way, hoping it’s 
the right way. Meanwhile, the Queen, Phil, 
and several hundred brainwashed spec­
tators all lie in their own separate pools of 
blood. Great television. Norman May would 
be proud, and Malcolm Fraser would 
breathe a sigh of relief, happy in the
knowledge that his image was not smeared. 
But alas, no imagination. Not even a
corgi/fart.
Not a bad deal for the in-crowd thing 
though. Loads of fun. What a laugh. Who 
would have thought it ŵ as possible to bluff 
so many millions with such obvious dreck? 
Everyone, of course, that’s why it worked.
Meanwhile, Brixton smoulders with not a 
little anger.
Poor old Chuck though. The poor bugger 
spent all the previous night chewing up 
Quaaludes and trying to sleep. It was no 
good, he was just too scared. Too many
people knew him too well to let this little 
snow-job pass without comment. What a 
mess he looked in his carriage.
This problem must be solved, thought his 
brother beside him, and shared his stash of 
coke to even things up. But Chas never was 
a good bet when he mixed his drugs. By the 
time he got to the altar, he thought the big 
white cape was the KKK, speaking Dutch. 
Needless to say, he blew his lines.
The little prince, what’s ’is name, he had a 
tube of Airfix up his nose the whole time, and 
forgot to prod the Queen whenever she fell 
asleep. Phil the Greek was a paranoid 
wreck. He was worried about the IRA and 
thought that the speaker from the House of 
Commons (referred to there as ‘‘The Singer” 
for obvious reasons), being Welsh, was 
close enough to Irish to be a dangerous 
terrorist.
Phil thought that perhaps he’d never make 
it back to the Barrier Reef for another 
holiday, and twiddled which his sword, 
wondering which of the speaker’s ribs it 
should be placed between. He settled down 
after a while, and amused himself by 
watching the choirboys.
The Queen slept through the whole farce, 
and would be there still, except for the 
occasional whinnee from Anne, who was
strategically placed behind her. 
idv Di’s c ■ ■La y old pops was simply obliterated. 
He’d spent aii morning in the boozer 
celebrating. His daughter had done just 
what she was brought up to do, and she was 
bringing in the bickies on a barbed hook. He 
was so pissed he couldn’t walk in a straight 
line, and kept whispering (loudly) ‘‘Where’s 
the sandbox?” at the altar.
As for the now Crown Princess of Aus­
tralia, Princess of Wales, Princess Di, she 
arrived looking like something the cat threw 
up on the front step, it was her wedding day. 
Her ‘‘gorgeous” dress looked like it had 
been ironed with a Breviile. She couldn’t get 
that catchy chorus of the Dead Kennedys 
‘‘Too Drunk to Fuck” out of her head, which 
is probably why she forgot Charlie’s name.
Actually, a friend of mine made an 
excellent suggestion tonight. Exclusive TV 
rights to the happy couple’s consummation 
should have been sold for the purpose of 
solving financial difficulties. After all it is, or 
will be Chuckle’s problem sometime, and 
who in the world would resist the pos­
sibilities of such viewing. Twisties would pay 
a lot for advertising.
I can’t say that I found the royal wedding 
altogether pleasant viewing. I’m not sure
that, in a country where most of the people 
are getting their noses rubbed in shit, it is 
altogether a good idea to go out and publicly 
flaunt such an outrageous waste of the 
people’s money on two such worthless 
vagrants.
And so, you royalist mods, Td like to make 
it clear, that the whole non-event made me 
feel very, very sick.
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Subject
K/m Wilde
Form:
Released first single, ‘Kids In America’ in 
January 1981. Went to No. 2 in the U. K. Song 
written by brother Ricky (19) and father 
Marty, a pop ka r of the sixties (‘Aber­
gavenny’ et al.) Released on RAK Records, 
label of pop maestro Micky Most (producer 
of Animals, Hermans Hermits, Nashville 
Teens, Lulu, Donovan, Suzi Quatro, Mud 
and Smokie). ‘Kids in America’ currently top 
five in Australia. Follow up in U.K. 
‘Chequered Love’ peaked at four on the 
charts.
Miscellany
Age 20. Star sign Scorpio. Spent a year at 
art college. Paul Morley of the N.M.E. called 
her the “best pop star the eighties couid 
produce’’. He aiso said her album, ‘Kim 
Wilde’ was, “a true masterpiece of fake 
ranting, stunning guitar tiffing, suggestive 
tremMing and pop flashin’ . . . ”
Conversation
Kim Wilde: Hello Don.
Donald Robertson: Hi, how are you?
KW: Fine thanks.
DR: Urn, how long are you spending out 
here? Is it a rushed visit o r . . .
KW: I’m going off to urn, Africa on urn, 
Saturday.
DR: Africa? Why are you going there?
KW: Well, ‘Kids In America’ is a hit there. 
DR: Oh really. Which countries?
KW: Well, I think we’ll be based in Johannes­
burg. I think so anyway. I haven’t seen the 
itinerary yet.
DR: Is it all a bit hectic?
KW: At the moment yeah (she laughs).
DR: It’s all been a bit hectic from the word go.
I guess. When was ‘Kids In America’ a hit in 
England?
KW: It was released on 26th January I think. 
DR: Right.
KW: And ‘Chequered Love’ was released in 
May.
DR: And they were both fairly large hits 
there?
KW: ‘Kids’ got to 2 and ‘Chequered’ got to 4. 
DR: Right (impressed). It’s a great way for 
your first two singles to go.
KW: Yeah (girlish giggle).
DR: Well, how long e r . . .  I don’t know a lot 
about your background. I do remember some 
of Marty Wilde’s songs back in the sixties. 
‘Abergavenny’ and things like that.
KW: Mmmm.
DR: How much is the album and the two 
singles from it, a family thing?
KW: Well, um^ Ricky produced the album. He 
co-writes with Dad. Dm, my business man­
ager is my Mum, urn, so I suppose it’s fairly 
tied up in the family.
DR: Are you a close family?
KW: Yes, we are (emphatically).
DR: The song ‘Kids In America’ -  it almost 
seems a strange song for an English person 
to have written. Do you know what I mean? 
KW: Yeah.
DR: Have you any idea why it was written? 
Were you around?
KW: Well, er, Ricky just had this title. That’s 
all he had. But he had the song -  he had the 
tune.
DR: Yeah.
KW: The tune was like very fast, had a lot of 
energy. It really went.
DR: Hmmm.
KW: And it was like, the idea of kids in 
America. The two things really seemed to 
need each other. And he presented the title to 
Dad, who elaborated on it in his own fashion. 
DR: Do you think there’s anything in the song 
from . . .  has your father been to America 
recently, or does he go there . . .
KW: He has ben there. I don’t think it was 
based on anything that is currently happen­
ing there. It wasn’t any great political 
statement.
DR: No.
KW: Or social comment, by any stretch of the 
imagination. It’s a load of ideas. I mean even 
if you haven’t been there you can gain quite 
strong impressions of America.
DR: It’s very hard to avoid it.
KW: Hmm. Particularly in England. They’re 
not always right you know. The song wasn’t 
written in a terribly serious vein. We weren’t
all sitting there holding our heads. We were 
having a good time in the studio.
DR: Obviously being in a musical family, you 
must have been aware of music from a fairly 
early age. Do you have any particular people 
who you really liked, in the past?
KW: Oh, in the past. . .
DR: As far back as you like to go really. 
KW: I remember the Beatles and Cilia Black 
and Gene Pitney.
DR: Right.
KW: And I like the Kinks, but I only have 
vague memories of their music.
DR: Was that through watching the tele or 
meeting those people o r . . .
KW: I never met them, no. Just the radio. I’ve 
always listened to the radio. And then, when I 
was growing up, at school, I used to like Gary 
Glitter a lot (shy laugh). And then, more 
recently I suppose I’ve been very intrigued by 
the great lady singers -  Aretha Franklin, Joni 
Mitchell and Connie Francis. I think she’s 
pretty good.
DR: Connie Francis -  there’s a name from 
the past.
KW: Yeah (full laugh). Any great girl singers, 
they’re obviously gonna influence me. On the 
male side, I like Elvis Costello, Lou Reed, 
David Bowie (said in a rush) urn, I like a lot of 
the new English bands like Psychedelic Furs. 
DR: Yeah, I’ve heard their first album.
KW: And Squeeze.
DR: Yeah, they’re great.
KW: And Tenpole Tudor of course. Who I 
notice you didn’t give such a hot review to 
when I read your latest issue the other day. 
(Reprimandingly).
DR: No, I urn (blushing). . .  I really liked him 
in ‘Rock’n ’Roll Swindle’ -  I thought he was 
fantastic. Did you see that film?
KW: No. I didn’t ever get to see the film. 
DR: It’s really sorth seeing I think.
KW: Have you heard the album?
DR: Yeah, I’ve heard the album.
KW: The ‘Eddie, Old Bob Dick and Gary’ 
album?
DR: Oh no, I haven’t listened to that.
KW: Oh well, you’ve gotta listen to that you 
see. Now that’s a bit of a good album for you. 
DR: Is it?
KW: Yeah, it’s great. I mean it’s not terribly 
ingenious. It’s just great music. I love it. 
Anyway, anyway.
DR: Can you tell me a bit about Mickie Most? 
I mean’s he’s a name that’s been around for 
years and years, what was he like to you? 
KW: Well he’s er, he’s very positive. He’s 
very evasive. . .
DR: Evasive?
KW: Aloof -  you can hardly talk to him . . .  he 
keeps you at arms length. But he’s very 
straightforward, and he looks you in the eye 
when he talks to you. You know he means 
what he says.
DR: Yeah.
KW: I was a little bit scared of him when I first 
met him because he used to run this TV show 
in England called ‘Small Faces’, urn, ‘Small 
Faces’? Was it called ‘New Faces’ (she 
laughs) New talent goes on and he sits there 
and judges them and he’s got a bit of an ogre
image.
DR: Sort of like a Svengali?
KW: Yeah. But he’s great. He’s a fantastic 
guy. He doesn’t bullshit you know, and I 
respect people who don’t bullshit.
DR: Yeah. I’m just glancing through your bio 
here, urn, you went to art school.
KW: Oh yeah, I went there for a year.
DR: It seems like a lot of English musicians 
spend some time at art school. Why do you 
think that is?
KW: Art college in England . . .  people are 
very serious about art colleges there you 
know. Urn, they have a lot of intrigue about 
them -  most people would really like to go to 
one -  anyone who’s got any kind of creativity 
in them anyway. And I suppose that’s what 
it’s all got down to -  people creating 
something. If they can’t do it one way, they’ll 
do it another. . . music is as important as art 
there.
DR: What were you actually doing there? 
KW: I was drawing and painting.
DR: Do you still paint? Do you find the time? 
KW: I don’t have any time to paint. I do 
sketches sometimes. But most of the time if 
I’m not doing anything I just want to kip. (we 
laugh).
DR: Can you see much into the future? Can 
you see where you’ll be in two years time? 
KW: Urn, (groan). I dunno. Sometimes I 
dread to think what’ll happen to me in two 
years time. Sometimes I think it’ll be great. I 
think life gets a lot easier for you when you 
get older. You can handle things a lot better. 
DR: Are you finding it hard to handle the kind 
of success you’re having?
KW: I’m not finding it that hard but I think it’ll 
be a lot easier in a couple of years time. I 
dunno really. I can’t see into the future too 
much. Ifind it pretty scary. I prefer to think day 
to day.
DR: You haven’t actually played any live 
concerts yet, but I’ve read that you will be 
early next year. Why the delay?
KW: I wanna go on the road. I wanna do gigs. 
As it happened, when I went to RAK, I wasn’t 
a band, I was a singer. Ricky was a 
songwriter. We didn’t have a band. And we 
haven’t had a working band since we signed 
up. And, er, there’s been so much promoting, 
abroad and that. Germany, Holland, places 
like that, France. Establishing me as a singer. 
And Ricky wants to concentrate on his writing 
for the time being. Although he will be in the 
band.
DR: When you do go out live are there any 
old songs you’d like to do?
KW: I love ‘Who’s Sorry Now’, Connie 
Francis.
DR: Oh, yeah.
KW: Urn, I don’t know you see. I’d love to do 
that song but I don’t know how it’d go down 
with the punters (she laughs). I’d like to do 
‘My Baby Left Me’ by Elvis Presley. That’d be 
quite novel I suppose.
DR: Anyone else? Anyone more contempor­
ary?
KW: Urn, urn .. .
DR: What about an Elvis Costello song or 
somethinq?
6 Roadrunner
KW: Maybe. I’d like a more soul sort of song. I 
went to see him at Hammersmith not so long 
ago, and he did Randy Crawford’s ‘One Day 
I’ll Fly Away.'
DR: Oh, really?
KW: He did a great version of that song. And I 
would like to do a version too. No-one 
expected him to do it. I’d like to do a Phil 
Spector Sound song too.
DR: Right.
KW: Like ‘When The Boy’s Happy’ or 
something. Do you know that?
DR: I don’t think I do.
KW: I think it was by the Four Pennies or 
something. It’s real cute you know. I like cute 
songs. (Laughs). As well as other kinds of 
songs.
DR: Do you do any songwriting yourself? 
KW: Songwriting’s something that’s always 
eluded me. I’ve always wanted to do it but I’ve 
always hated everything I’ve ever come up 
with. I keep a cassette of ideas and I hope 
one day some of them will gel together. I’ve 
always written words.
DR: Do you play an instrument?
KW: I play the piano and guitar. It’s 
something I want to get into, but I have to get 
myself together before I start songwriting. 
DR: O.K. Look, I guess you’ve got a few more 
of these to do.
KW: Yeah, I think so. I think the list is as long 
as my arm.
DR: O.K. Well, good luck. Good luck in 
Africa.
KW: And listen, take a listen to that Tenpole 
Tudor album.
DR: I will.
KW: It’s not too serious. Just the way he 
sings is very very clever. And you wouldn’t 
believe it really. Eddie Tenpole Tudor sing­
ing.
Subject
Tim Finn
pix Eric Aigra
Subject’s Location
A hotei room somewhere in London.
VERY RECENT 
HISTORY
June was a busy month for Split Enz. 
When I talked to Tim Finn the band were 
coming to the end of a week’s rest and 
recuperation in London after ‘doing’ Europe 
-  France, Holland, West Germany, Switzer­
land, Belgium and England. A total of 22 
performances in 27 days. How did you 
cope? I asked Tim.
“ We just got drunk and ate a lot of bread 
and cheese.’’
Conversation
Tim Finn: We’re out of sequence already. 
You’re supposed to be Jane Matheson from 
Rolling Stone.
Donald Robertson: Perhaps if IE LIFT MY 
PITCH A LITTLE? How’s it going?
TF: Pretty good. We’ve just had a week’s 
holiday in London and we’re rested now. The 
European tour was quite exhausting. Twelve 
hour bus journeys.
DR: Is it the most extensive tour you’re done 
there?
TF: We’ve done Holland before but never 
France or Germany. It’s about time in a way. 
Like Japan -  we’ve been putting Japan off for 
years and it looks like we might be putting it 
off again. We had to . . .  it’s like going to 
Sydney the first time and playing the 
Lifesaver -  oh, that doesn’t exist any more 
does it? Like coming to Adelaide then and 
doing the Arkaba for the first time. We had to 
go through all that in Europe. Ha Ha. 
Basically a whole string of Arkaba’s. A few TV 
people came. An important TV producer 
came in Munich and fell in love with the band 
and we’ve been offered a one hour special on 
West German TV.
DR: Any real highlights of the tour?
TF: Berlin was quite interesting. Everyone 
told us we’d like Berlin but I dunno about the 
city. It was a good gig -  kinda a trendy 
German audience coming to check out the 
New Zealanders. It went down quite well. 
(Other sources have described the concert 
as the worst one Split Enz have ever played. 
But I didn’t hear them till afterwards. -DR) 
Berlin’s the height of chicness as far as 
Germans are concerned.
The red light district of Hamburg -  that was 
a real highlight (laughs)
DR: Lots of Beatle memorabilia?
TF: Oh, of course -  sticking strictly to the 
history of the place (laughs again).
DR: Didn’t piss on any nuns did you?
TF: No, we got pissed on by a bishop though. 
(Reference; The Man Who Gave The Beatles 
Away by Alan Williams, their first manager.) 
DR: I hear you’ve got the Tom Petty tour 
support for America. Is that exciting?
TF: Yes. That’s a real coup that one. We 
weren’t sure whether we were going back to 
America for a while or not. Then all of a 
sudden he approached someone and said, ‘I 
want Split Enz.’ It’s like a ‘special guests’ 
situation, and we’re actually co-headlining 
three dates in Canada, at 15,000 capacity 
stadiums.
Of the shows in America, there’s one at a 
90,000 people stadium in New York and one 
at a 40,000 in Milwaukee. His album’s No. 1 
at the moment so it’s a good tour to be on -  
he’s pretty hot at the moment.
I’ve really wanted to do that for a long time. 
We’re experienced at doing big tour sup­
ports. We used to do it in Australia years ago 
and it seemed to do a lot of good for us. Not 
every band can excell in situations like that 
but I think we’re experienced enough to 
capitalise on it.
DR: How are you standing up to this long, 
long touring?
TF: Urn, the week off in London has really 
helped. We’ve all gone out and looked at 
museums and concerts and Neil went off to 
Amsterdam and Noel’s been pottering 
around . . .  it’s done us a lot of good. We’re 
alright really but we need to get home cos, 
‘True Colours’ opened a lot of doors for us 
and ‘Waiata’ has held the doors open but we 
expect to go marching in with the next album.
We’ve scored a good engineer here -  a 
guy called Hugh Padgham (Tim spells it out.) 
He’s doing Police at the moment, going 
straight on from them to do XTC and straight 
from that to us. Ironically he was the tape 
operator on ‘Frenzy’. We’re really excited. 
David (Tickle) worked really well, but it is time 
for a change.
DR: Have you had any chance to write while 
you’ve been away?
TF: Well, yeah, when you’re on tour you write 
fragments. When you come off the road you 
put them all together. We’ve been writing 
quite a lot really.
The emphasis on the new album is going to 
. be on collaboration. We’ve decided to call the 
next album, ‘Log Cabin Fever’. Basically we 
still feel like pioneers who’ve been cooped up 
too long! Me and Neil will still have songs, but 
there’ll be writing within the band and writing 
from jams and that.
DR: Are you still enjoying playing the ‘True 
Colours’ and ‘Waiata’ songs? Do you do any 
older stuff?
TF: Occasionally we do 7 See Red’ and ‘My 
Mistake’ . . .  and a couple of new songs 
we’ve been rehearsing. A song me, Nigel and 
Neil have written together called ‘Lost For 
Words’ -  we’ve been performing that. That’s 
kept the set fresh -  that and a couple of other 
new things.
Most of the ‘True Colours’/‘Waiata’ songs 
have stood up pretty well to a lot of playing. 
DR: Yeah, I thought with ‘Waiata’ -  the more 
you hear it the more you hear. It doesn’t wear 
out after ten plays.
TF: That’s right Donald. Well, I hope so. 
That’s more the case with ‘Waiata’ than ‘True 
Colours’. 'Waiata’s got a bit more depth. ‘True 
Colours’ had a lot of punch. I think on this next 
album we’re going to plunge back into 
obscurity. . .  and make a million dollars 
(laughs).
DR: Is your stage set the same? With 
Raewyn’s fantastic lights?
TF: Yeah -  we’ve taken a pretty uncom­
promising stance to all that. In Europe we 
don’t really need that much -  in America 
we’r'  ̂starting to need quite a lot. In Europe 
we’ve been touring with the full production 
which costs us money, but we want to leave 
an impression. It usually works. People 
remember us.
DR: How’s England at the moment? I 
imagine you’ve been there while all the riots 
have been happening.
TF: Yeah, well, it’s no joke. England’s 
teetering on the old brink, a little. It’s not a 
major thing -  there’s no major breakdown, 
but there’s a lot of chipping away at the 
edges. The police are panicking, the Gov­
ernment’s panicking . . .  there’s a huge gap 
between those in power and those doing the 
rioting. Economically, the guys in power are 
rich, well educated; the people doing the 
looting are unemployed, poor and with very 
little education. There’s no-one in the middle. 
The trade unions used to be the great 
arbitrators but they don’t seem to mean 
much.
These kids have no morals, no . . .  they just 
seem to lack any real respect for anything. 
There’s, on average, over 200 muggings of 
old people in London, every day.
DR: Shit (softly).
TF: 200 a day! (forcefully) To bash an old 
lady up you’ve gotta have very little le ft. . .  I 
dunno. There’s people who are just hating it, 
living here. Australia’s seen like a promised 
land. But immigration is much harder now. 
Australia won’t have them unless they’ve got 
skills or own property or something and a lot 
of the Poms don’t qualify. The ones who want 
to get out anyway.
DR: Did Europe seem anywhere near as 
depressed?
TF: Germany was a bit like Australia. I really 
feel we can grab them by the balls. It feels 
quite different. Rock’n’roll is a big thing in the 
kids’ lives -  like England. But it’s more open 
in Germany -  it’s the music rather than the 
latest style. There does seem to be a lot of 
money there though. All the taxis were 
Mercedes.
Holland’s pretty happening. There’s 
money in Holland. England’s really the worst 
off. I think they’re just getting their Karma 
myself -  for all the evil they’ve foisted upon 
the world. They’ve done just about more 
damage than any other country.
DR: A post colonial collapse.
TF: Well yeah. Some sort of poetic justice. 
Even though I do feel for them. I’ve still a soft 
spot for England.
DR: O.K- Time’s almost up. Anything else? 
TF: Urn. (thinks). Yeah -  we met the tallest 
lady in the world in America! It was on Tom 
Snyder’s ‘Today’ show. She’s called Sandy 
Allen and she’s seven foot seven inches! It 
was incredible. She’s really into the band. 
Even though she can hardly walk she was 
incredibly positive. She’s our heroine (little 
laugh). It’s amazing to stand next to her. You 
feel like you’re tripping or something.
Subject
Sean Kelly
Subject's Location
A recording studio in the English countryside.
Brief Resume
After being the Kings of the Melbourne 
‘underground’ for longer than anyone can 
remember, eventually signed to Mushroom 
Records late last year. Debut album ‘Alpha- 
bravocharliedeltaechofoxtrotgolf’ gained 
good reviews but didn’t sell very well. 
Supported Police on their round Australia 
jaunt earlier this year where they were 
noticed by Derek Green of A&M who signed 
them a couple of months later. Recently 
released 10" medium play ‘Cut Lunch’ which 
leapt to number 1 on the 5MMM-FM chart in 
its first week of release.
Conversation
DR: Mushroom have been telling everyone 
that you are causing riots wherever you go. 
SK: (Laughs) Uh-huh. Well, urn, that’s good! 
I’m glad they’re telling people that. I don’t 
think we are though. Not actually, urn, urn, 
. . . Yes we are! No, we’re not. We might be. 
Oh, . . .  no. No riots (laughs).
DR: No riots?
SK: Are you talking about the ones with 
skinheads and broken shop windows?
DR: Yes. Mushroom told me you were 
causing them.
SK: (Laughter)
DR: No, they haven’t really. I just made it up! 
But how have things been going for you? 
Obviously you’re in a studio at the moment. 
SK: Well, that’s why we’re here basically. 
Specifically to record this album that we’ve 
almost finished. And we’ve done three gigs. 
Sort of incidently. All three gigs, while not 
exactly packed houses, had a fair few people 
who seemed to like us.
DR: Whereabouts are those three gigs.
SK: The first one we did was at a little pub 
called the Hope and Anchor, then we played 
the Fulcrum Entertainment Centre in Slough 
and then a place called Dingwalls. With a 
group called Doll By Doll who are supposed 
to be popular over here. But they seemed a 
little b it. . .  oh, it doesn’t matter. We excited 
the audience a little more than they did 
though.
DR: I read the review of AlphaBravo in NME.
It was rather dismissive I thought. Did -  
SK: Groan.
DR: Did you expect that reaction?
SK: Urn, I dunno I didn’t really know what to 
expect from that record. I kinda enjoyed 
disowning that now that we’ve got almost two 
more since. I was just relieved that he didn’t, 
you know, can it to the shithouse (laughs). 
DR: Cut Lunch -  the ten inch medium play -  
SK: Good one.
DR: -  has just been released here. I’ve just 
been listening to it. When was that actually 
recorded?
SK:, Apart from ‘Atlantic Romantic’ which 
was recorded about six months ago I think, it 
was recorded just prior to coming here, at 
Richmond Recorders.
DR: Are you happy with the way it’s turned 
out? Have you see the whole package?
SK: No, I’m not. Not at all happy with the 
packaging. Um, just because we always 
have four really strong, um, ideas for our 
record cover.
DR: So somebody else in the band won.
SK: (Laughs) Yeah. And er, there’s a few 
things wrong with the label co p y ... but 
(jocularly) it’s better than a kick up the, um, 
posterior.
DR: It seems to line up, like you’ve got three 
fairly melodic songs and three more experi­
mental, atonal sort of songs, and they line up 
like three singles in a row. Like an A-side then 
a B-side then A/b, A/b.
SK: Hmm. Um. Right. I hadn’t thought of it 
like that. I know which songs I prefer. I know 
my favourites. Um, um . . .  ‘Man O’Action’ -  
does that sound like an A-side or a B-side? 
DR: An A-side (I laugh).
SK: Yeah, I Like that song (in a low voice).
DR: What songs are . . . are you writing and 
recording at the moment?
SK: We’ve got . . . we want sixteen songs 
and we’ve got nine rhythm tracks, or beds. 
We have the skeleton of the song down on 
multi-track tape um, and er, it’s quite a mixed 
bag of songs. There’s a few old things, 
messed around a bit which seems to drive 
people mad. When they hear something they 
liked changed about. We’ve nine so we’re still 
hoping . . . (voice in background) oh, we’ve 
got eleven I’m told, so we’ve gotta come up 
with four more songs. And we’re not in much 
of a hurry.
DR: So how long -  
SK; It’s sounding good!
DR: You’re pleased with the way things are 
going.
SK: Yeah. We’re in a really good studio 
y’know. Nice big sound. And in the past, 
whenever we’ve recorded we’ve always had 
to stop, em, so that people could come in and 
do margarine jingles and stuff. This time we 
set up our gear before we started and em, it’s 
in the studio and will remain there until we 
finish. Quite a luxury yeah?
DR: Yeah. How have A&M been?
SK; They’re being . . . well, they’re being 
very accOModating. Yet they’re staying 
pretty aloof I guess. They just want to hear 
what we come up with. Really. But they’re 
being . . . very accommodating.
DR: Do you feel any pressure because 
you’ve signed to someone for the rest of the 
world?
SK: Errr, yeah I guess there’s a little bit more 
pressure but er, actually being in this country 
widens your perspective a bit. The pressure 
within this industry I guess. It’s quite en­
couraging to be amongst it, getting NME 
when it comes out y’know, instead of reading 
it three months after it comes out. Do you 
know what I mean?
DR: Yeah.
SK: You probably get yours sent over 
anyway.
DR: Yes I do. (Laughs). Just from reading the 
NME live gigs pages here seems to be a lot of 
Australian bands over there at the moment. 
SK: Yeah.
DR: Have you run into any of them?
SK: Well, we’re old friends with the Birthday 
Party so we’ve been doing a little bit of er 
boozing and rowdy behaviour with them. And 
we’ve seen a band called Hugh Clang(?) who 
have Ian Olson, who used to be in Whirlywirld 
with Andrew. We’ve been to see them and 
the Birthday Party playing together. That was 
quite fun. There were a lot of Australians in 
the audience. Um.
DR: You haven’t seen Midnight Oil or 
Flowers or anyone?
SK: I know . . .  I suppose you know they’ve
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changed their name to Ultraboost.
DR: Hmmmm.
SK: I think they’re charting, Icehouse. And
saw Midnight Oil at an A&M function, except 
that I was too busy making a fool of myself I 
think. We spent a month just urn, just being 
around England before we came out here to 
this farm, studio. And during that time we 
experimented with alcohol a lot and probably 
gave a lot of people the wrong impression. 
Ah, well. Oh-h-h well. What’s the time over 
there.
DR: It’s about a quarter to nine at night. 
SK: Our day’s just started here. Midday. 
DR: What kind of schedule have you got? Do 
you work to regular hours? Or play when you 
feel like it.
SK: We’re kinda forced to be pretty regular 
because Steve Taylor, the person who’s 
producing has a wife and a child here. We’ve 
been working from about 2 in the afternoon till 
about 2 at night. But at the same time -  the 
producer goes home, we still have access to 
the studio so we’ve been jamming into the 
early hours of the morning a bit.
DR: It all sounds rather pleasant.
SK: Yeah, it’s idyllic I guess. It’s not going to 
last forever though.
DR: Will you be playing any more gigs before
you leave England?
SK: Yeah we are going to be playing a few 
gigs. As yet we don’t know which ones. We’ll 
be staying for a couple of months to do a few 
little gigs and then coming back to Australia 
for a while. Then we’ll come back here again. 
Alternatively we could accidentally go to 
Europe and never be heard from again.
TRACK BY TRACK
Two Cabs to the Toucan: Well Two Cabs 
to the Toucan’ is an instrumental piece that 
Andrew (Duffield) wrote and I was foolish 
enough to try to put words to afterwards. Um, 
I can’t remember which track’s after that. 
Germ: ‘Germ’ is . . .  self explanatory. It’s just 
a germ. It’s a starting point.
Atlantic Romantic: Is a song we recorded 
six months ago without committing to vinyl, 
ehhh? Um . . .  Eddie Raynor produced it -  I 
guess that’s interesting. What can I say about 
it? It’s, um, a boy chase girl song. Or vicky 
verca.
Unfaithful to the core: Is a song that Mark
Ferrie wrote -  our bass player. And, er, it’s in 
3/4. And it had an amazing saxophone soto in 
it, that I played, that wasn’t in the mix!
DR: Fascinating.
Man O’Action: I wrote. And . . .  that’s what I 
reckon we should sound like on AM radio. 
Cut Lunch: Is um, I wrote ‘Cut Lunch’ and I 
ws trying to draw the parallel between hand 
relief and eating.
DR: What do you mean by hand relief?
SK: Uh huh huhhuh. Um. Er Hum. Errrhhmm. 
Hand relief, errrhhhmmmm 
DR: Wanking?
SK: Yes. (quickly).
DR: Right.
SK: Uh. huhhuhhuh
DR: Two Cabs to the Toucan’ in the middle 
of that there’s almost a dub passage. 
Instruments dropping in and out. Did that 
come about in the studio.
SK: Yes it did. That’s my least favourite song. 
D’ya like it?
DR: Yeah I do. I like it a lot.
SK: Aww, good. Cos, y’know when you get 
close to something it’s a bit hard trying to be 
objective sometimes.
JIM CARROLL by John
“ Hey, y’know Harry Chapin? 
He’s dead. I just saw it on the TV. I 
guess he had a heart attack or 
something while he was driving 
his car, went into this big truck -  
looked hideous on the news.
Catholic Boy (the album) has 
actually been out only a bit in 
Australia, but you know it came 
out a while ago in America and 
y’know it’s hard, like I’m thinking 
now I’m starting the new album in 
two or three weeks.
With this new album we’re 
starting now andxwith live shows 
there’s not as much gloss to it 
y’know. I tried to make the songs 
as integral to the lyrics and music 
as much as I could. I thought the 
mix was good on that album but 
the production, y ’know would 
have been a bit better if you took 
off some of the gloss and some of 
the stiffness to it, y’know.
When you do a shovy/ live, well I 
just like performing live y’know, 
and you lose that for one thing, 
and it just has a rougher edge to it. 
It’s like, y’know, ah, like the great 
rugmakers in Japan or Persia 
would always have one flaw they 
put in purposely in a rug whenever 
they made it, so that it wouldn’t 
seem perfect. And it’s the same 
thing with doing a live show, 
there’s always these flaws, they 
become part of the strain.
That’s the type of thing I’m 
looking for in this next album to do 
that y’know. That’s why I’m not
gonna use just one band. Just one 
rhythm section, use a lot of diffe­
rent guitarists.
“ Rock and roll .musicians are 
basically tha t. . .  musicians. It’s 
the lyrics which are important to 
me. I think most bands write lyrics 
as an afterthought, and the 
music’s more important. I write 
music as, not as an afterthought, 
but just kind of write to give more 
power to the lyrics.
The thing is some group like 
Van Halen or someone like that, 
they don’t really write lyrics, it’s 
just a manipulation, it’s just their 
idea of what they think the audi­
ence wants from them y’know. 
There’s nothing real invested in 
them, there’s no kind of self or 
vulnerabilities invested in it 
y’know. It’s just like pouring out 
this fucking bullshit y’know, about 
all the psychological parapher­
nalia about rock and roll, groupies 
and sex and all that bullshit which 
aren’t too important to me now. I 
mean maybe if I started doin’ this 
when I was eighteen years old it 
would seem so.
But when I’m on the road I don’t 
really like the back-stage scene 
too much, I just get the fuck out as 
quick as I can, y’know. I think 
that’s a big problem. I lost a couple 
of guys from my band through that 
whole syndrome I think.
The only thing that’s interesting 
to me at this point in my life is . . .  I 
think it’s because I learnt it when I 
went to California and lived in the 
country there in like 1974, before I 
got into music and I was just like, 
getting off heroin, which is one of 
the main reasons I went there. 
And when I did get off heroin, I was 
just living in the country for the first 
time in my life after growing up in 
the city, and having these dogs for 
the first time in my life. I realised 
then that boredom was the 
greatest high of all, y’know. You 
could really use it in a certain way.
I mean there’s different types of 
boredom. But I’m talking about 
using a kind of boredom where it’s 
not a frustrating kind, and you’re 
just there and you could use it. 
Y’ou realise that you have to use it 
or else you’re just sitting around 
on your arse doing nothing. Then I 
was just writing and I got into 
writing on a schedule every day.
I thought that would change 
when I moved back to New York, 
but it really hasn’t. I don’t feel any 
big need to go and hang out at 
clubs or anything, and I didn’t 
when I was on the road, and now 
that I’m back home again I’m kind 
of still a recluse. 1 just stay at home 
and work, y’know.
So the only thing I’m interested 
in that makes life, y’know, worth it 
for me is to keep on learning new 
things and going on with some­
thing new. Like now is kind of a 
weird time to talk about my last 
album.
What I care about is getting on 
to something new all the time. And 
with rock and roll you can fall into 
the trap of just hanging on to all the 
psychological paraphernalia that 
it has to offer, y’know and you stop 
growing at all and just fall into the 
slot. And some people can use 
that as fodder for their work, but I 
can’t. I have to keep on thinking 
about some different types of 
nspiration for songs and things 
like that.
Like ‘Catholic Boy’ deals a lot 
with my past. A lot of the songs like 
‘Wicked Gravity’ and ‘I Want The 
Angel’ are about the aspirations 
and desires, but other songs like 
‘People Who Died’ are about the 
past. I already covered that, and 
the next album I don’t wanna 
cover any of that drug imagery any 
more or anything like that.
Another reason is people have 
come to expect that from me, like, 
after reading ‘The Basketball 
Diaries’ and with my first album, 
and that’s the best reason not to 
do it, you just go on to something 
else. Kids come up to me all the 
time and offer me drugs and stuff 
’cause they read a book that I 
wrote when I was thirteen to 
sixteen years old. They don’t 
realise that that person is nothing 
to do with me now.
If I don’t feel like, after this 
album that there’s nothing to do, 
or if I feel that I don’t have the 
potential to musically go on and 
say anything else, then I would 
just pack it in, and just write books.
‘People Who Died’ gets misin­
terpreted. It’s a song that really 
isn’t open to as much interpreta­
tion as a song like ‘I Want The 
Angel’ or ‘Wicked Gravity’ or 
‘Crow’ or something like that. To 
me it’s a pretty straightforward
song. The images themselves you 
could interpret in different ways, 
but there’s also more humour 
involved than a lot of the other 
songs. This is the counterpoint to 
the subject matter.
I mean it’s tack humour for sure, 
but the thing is, ah, I remember a 
whole big flap about that, about 
how the song was glorifying 
death, and that this was like what 
Jim Morrison was doing and ‘look 
what happened to him’, y’know, 
and, ah, they compared it to the 
song ‘The End’. And this all 
seemed like gibberish to me.
The only thing it glorifies is the 
kids who I’m talking about. They 
were all kids who were in the book 
‘The Basketball Diaries’ most of 
them. All I’m doing is really, I meafi 
I’m not glorifying anyone but I’m 
like giving this elegy which is just 
kind of straight, almost journalis­
tic, just the facts, you know -  how 
they died, how old they were and 
y’know, who they were. And basi­
cally, I’m just running through this 
list, and I’m saying that these guys 
died because they were living on 
the edge. But the sad part is that 
they had all these possiblities in 
front of them, and all this potential, 
but it was snatched away from 
them. And it could have been me.
But 1 don’t see how anybody 
could even listen to that song on 
the record, never mind hear me do 
it live, and think that it had 
anything to do with glorifying 
death. I’m not interested in 
glorifying death. If 1 wanted to 
glorify death I’d kill myself.
By the time I left New York, the 
whole influences from that (The 
Velvet Underground) were really 
starting like Patti Smith and 
Jonathon Richman, people like 
that, and a whole second genera­
tion coming from it. I mean I 
certainly was more influenced by 
Lou Reed than anybody, by far. 
He was The Man to me then. I was 
always trying to get him to do 
poetry readings with me an’ stuff 
at St. Marks Church, which was a
big poetry scene.
And he always wanted to be 
taken as a serious poet, but he 
always felt very inadequate about 
it. He thought that the poets really 
didn’t like him, and they just 
thought of him as a rock and roll 
singer. That was kind of reverse 
snobbiness on Lou’s part, be 
cause he knew fuckin’ well that all 
the poets did like him. Shit! And 
when he finally did it, it was really 
great.
He’s always been like that. He’s 
always been this strange guy with 
a chip on his shoulder about ‘art’ 
y’know -  ‘It’s not really art’.
The whole group was always 
Lou, y’know. I remember that 
when he quit the group, before the 
end of the summer when they still 
had two weeks left to play, y’know 
the group went on playing like with 
Doug Yule who was the bass 
player then, he switched over to 
play Lou’s part on the guitar. And it 
was really funny ’cause he was 
just like, doing the phrasing 
exactly like Lou an’ ever^hing, but 
it was obviously Lou’s thing so 
much that it just didn’t work. It 
became kinda ‘cute’ to see it 
y’know.
Then after they finished there 
was this new group, who was 
Alice Cooper came along. They 
would sell out all the time because 
they were just so freaky lookin’ 
That was like when glitter rock 
was starting, y’know, and they 
were the epitome of it, like hair 
down to their arse, and platform 
shoes and shit, y’know.
What we might do is when this 
next record comes out, in October 
or something, is just go right into 
Australia, or Europe and Australia 
instead of touring first in America.
In the United States when I’m 
touring, J feel more pulled to 
home, but if I was that distance 
from home, it would be almost 
surreal. I wouldn’t feel like living 
y’know. Not having any pull on me 
to go home. I’d just feel like ‘Shit 
well, fuck I’m so far away I might 
as well forget it” .
Sm m -fk
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We have word from China . .
PEL MEL
Tivoli — Thurs 13th August 
Governor Hindmarsh —
Fri. 14th August 
Tivoli — Sun. 16th August
and who can it be now?
Yes,
MEN AT WORK
Tivoli — Sun. August 23rd
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1 remember Go Bet­
ween Grant McLennan 
once saying something 
to the effect that Bris­
bane is the home of the 
amateur band. While that 
is a reasonably correct 
description of the pre­
sent state of affairs in this 
so-ca lled cu ltu ra l 
wasteland (although I’m 
not quite sure where 
Grant would have the 
G o-Betweens pigeon 
holed in relation to the 
statement -  they’ve 
probably transcended it 
. . yes?), the implica­
tions of the term  
“ amateur” have nothing 
at all to do with originality 
and promise.
As I understand it, and in 
the context under consider­
ation, “ amateur” means 
that the bands cannot sur­
vive solely from the money 
they receive for playing. For 
as long as I can remember 
this is the situation en­
countered by ALL bands 
starting out in life. A possi­
ble exception to this being 
those performers who re­
sort to playing cabaret in 
suburban hotels five nights 
a week. The position is 
somewhat highlighted in 
Brisbane by two major fac­
tors. Firstly, there is a dis­
tinct lack ot venues, and 
secondly (and more impor­
tantly) Brisbane is treated 
as an outpost by the major 
record companies. There 
are no real A & R represen­
tatives here to seek out the 1 
potential. Admittedly, the |  
multi-nationals operate up 1 
§ here, but there is no one '| 
with the authority to initiate 
contracts, or at least that's 
the impression I’m under.
Well, what am I driving at | 
you may ask? The answer 
is not that The End are the 
only band in Brisbane wor­
thy of some serious atten­
tion from the masked men 
and women of the rapidly 
decaying record industry.
I’d go so far as to say that 
there are a handful (I dare 
not mention them for fear of 
excluding someone!), but 
recently (with Out of 
Nowhere and The Go- 
Betweens in particular) The 
End have become more 
than an attractive proposi­
tion. Being a little cynical 
one would suggest that a 
move to Sydney, along 
similar lines to those thm 
proved successful initially 
for the Riptides last year, 
would not be unwarranted. I 
Maybe that would be a I 
touch premature, but there i 
is no doubt in my mind that ; 
The End deserve to over­
come the unavoidable re­
strictions that Brisbane im- 
; poses. __
I first stumbled (no kid­
ding) across The End one 
night in mid 1980 at a long 
gone, but not forgotten 
venue called the Silver 
Dollar. It was around the 
time Zero (now spelt XerO) 
had just made an abrupt 
decision to do ALL originals 
as opposed to a well mixed 
set of originals and covers. 
The originals at the time 
were not overly inspiring 
and thankfully a line-up 
change has reversed the 
situation. The point here is 
that The End were on the 
same billing as the old Zero 
this night and their perfor­
mance brightened things up 
considerably. That evening 
at the Silver Dollar is still 
crystal clear in my memory, 
and I might say here that 
The End (with the aid of a 
line-up change too) have 
improved enormously since 
then. It was ironical that The 
End had a captive audience 
this night because their 
playing certainly wasn’t 
faultless. Quite the con­
trary, there was obviously a 
feeling of anxiety within the 
band that had even the 
most inebriated onlooker 
anticipating something 
extraordinary was about to
V # ! -
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mon for The End to practice 
a song until they are satis­
fied with it, play it live and 
never practice it again. Sure 
there may be the odd ex­
ception but generally their 
rehearsals are for new 
songs, and now with the in­
creasing number of new 
originals surfacing, much of 
the older material is being 
dispensed with, or at least 
pushed to the background.
This form of rehearsal 
>rocedure explains em-
In April of this year, The 
End entered the recording 
studio for the first time, and 
with only an hour allotted 
them produced "Birthday 
Boy", a song that figured 
prominently in their live 
bracket at the time. Looking 
back now that song seems 
To” just rate a mention; 
! against the new material. In 
any case “Birthday Boy", 
contained a rare promise; 
that is being realised at this 
very moment. The sound 
has a rough edge of excite­
ment to It that introduces
happen. There was an air of 
vulnerability, that the band 
was merely feeling their 
way through the songs. The 
climax was a complete 
breakdown (more a grind­
ing halt) in the middle of a 
new song and a bewildered 
singer/guitarist Brett Myers 
apologising “ . . . we’ve 
been practising that all 
week.”
It was sometime later that 
I learnt of The End’s un­
usual approach to their 
material. It is not uncom­
phaticaliy'Tnuch of what I 
saw and heard that first 
night, and its effect is 
double-edged. It can result 
in a great performance that 
is personally gratifying to 
the band and audience 
alike, or alternatively it can 
turn out to be a complete 
fiasco, with the band quite 
noticeably struggling to 
keep thing together. It’s a 
gamfeTe that Brett Myers 
looks on as necessary for 
the development of the 
band as well as allowing for 
a certain amount of impro­
visation. To those who reg­
ularly venture out to see 
The End it is a risk that you 
take (whether you like it or 
not), that has in the last few 
months been paying valu­
able dividends. Like back­
ing a horse ridden by Roy 
Higgins.
Myers as noi only a capa- i 
ble guitarist but also a voc­
alist who captures in the 
studio all of the aggression 
and spite he dishes out on 
stage. You can trace it back 
to the groups he likes, 
among them The Velvet 
Underground and The 
Stooges, but there ’s no 
need really.
While Myersls undisput- 
ably at the centre of the pro­
ceedings in more ways than 
one, he is in no way the sole 
contributor. There is always 
a provoking bass line that 
demands attention, and by 
no means are the drums 
ever pushed into the 
background. A very com­
plimentary rhythm section. 
The remaining force in The 
End is a classically trained 
keyboard player and it is 
here that an occasional
problem arises. With such a 
talented musician in the 
ranks it’s sometimes hard to 
hold him down to the 
simplicity of the song ar­
rangements. The band has 
from time to time played as 
a three piece (minus 
TceyEoafSfs) to varying de­
grees of success, but to my 
mind the keyboards are 
very much a part of their ap­
peal.
Recently I was privileged 
to be able to sit in on The 
End’s second recording 
session at one of Brisbane’s 
modest 8-Track studios. It 
was a pleasure that con­
firmed my thoughts about 
the strength and depth of 
their material. I had thought 
that Clinton Walker’s rather 
glib comment about The 
End in R.A.M. a few months 
back now, being Australia’s 
answer to Echo and The 
Bunnymen was utterly un­
founded, but this brief re­
cording session gives more 
than a little insight into what 
Clinton observed earlier this 
year. One of the two new 
songs recorded entitled 
“Just Skin” (although I have 
yet to hear the keyboard 
overdub) definitely has a 
similar fel for what the Bun­
nymen aim for. Although 
Brett’s vocals have little in 
common with Ian McCul­
loch’s, the rhythm section 
(the drums especially 
sound a lot like those on the 
new "Heaven Up Here” 
album . . .  undoubtedly a 
coincidence) is particularly 
reminiscent. Hopefully vinyl 
is the next (logical) step, 
and by the time you read 
this The End (minus 
keyboards . . .)  will have 
completed a holiday jaunt to 
Sydney for a few gigs.
They may not be as in­
stantly compelling as, say, 
the Sunnyboys (but then not 
many groups are, in or out 
of Australia), but from time 
to time they come damn 
close.
DAVID PESTORIUS
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Some people achieve greatness, 
others have it thrust upon them 
and then there are those who are 
BORN ITALIAN.’
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ADVENTURES IN 
PARADISE 
WITH A USTRALIAN 
CRAWL
byRrecon Walsh
Eighteen months between albums is a fa irly 
lengthy gap. Particularly for a band whose initial re­
lease firmly established them in the forefront of the 
big league in Australian rock. Perhaps it’s merely 
good business acumen in pacing their releases to a 
hungry record buying public. But the yawning gap 
has left their considerable audience in a mood of 
expectancy.
I recall a rather candid conversation with Guy 
McDonough and James Reyne in Prahran in February this 
year. The purport being that the critics would duly scuttle 
their second album, no matter what. As an ungracious 
rejoinder I offered the suitable title, ‘Sitting Ducks’. James 
was obviously venting his spleen on one of his pet aver­
sions; the rather slippery nature of the rock press. But 
things don’t seem to have turned out at all like that. Things 
are going alright.
‘Sirocco’ is ample evidence to the band’s detractors that 
they could make an honest album. ‘Sirocco’ is not just the 
sum total of some studio veneer and a zealous preoccupa­
tion with details. The translation of their stage sound to 
record is the most noticeable quality of Peter Dawkins’ 
clarified production. Guy elaborates.
‘That sort of came together naturally. That was one criti­
cism that was often levelled at the band which has been 
rectified — maybe not so much consciously but has just 
happened — which is what we wanted anyway. That’s why 
we went with Dawkins. That way we could get a bit of 
co-production and rights happening.’
The rhythm tracks to ‘Sirocco’ were initially put down in 
six or seven days, after two weeks of intensive rehearsals. 
The earlier demos were cut at the palatial Music Farm. A 
set of thirty or forty ideas yielded twenty five songs. From 
these Dawkins selected twelve songs, eleven which ap­
pear on the album. The whole recording period covering six 
weeks. Dawkins has allowed the band plenty of room to 
move; arranging their sound rather than pulling out the ,
stops for a high tech-big wreck production. He has opted for 
a more documentary approach, letting the band stretch out 
and define itself within those parameters. The result pays 
off. It is an album of b/g sounds, bringing an amalgam of 
American styles to mind without overtly referring to anyone 
in particular. Their sound seems to have been hewn from 
artists as diverse as The Byrds/The Flying Burittos coupled 
with the delta blues of Chester Burnett and the quintessen­
tial swing of Bruce Springsteen. On this album everyone 
has contributed songs and the resultant variety of styles is a 
welcome attribute.
With the addition of Guy McDonough (a.k.a Terry Tour- 
jacket) on rhythm guitar and vocals, Simon Binks has been 
able to flesh out the lead lines and concentrate on de­
veloping his own distinctive phrasing. His fluid playing is 
one of the album’s highlights. Being a guitar based outfit, 
the chops come thick and fast. Brad Robinson and Guy add 
that extra dimension of depth, underpinning the band’s 
melodic base. Overall, the playing on ‘Sirocco’ is more 
assured, tidy and considered. This is a natural outcome of 
their maturation and consequent honing of their craft enr 
gendered from life on the road. Notably Bill McDonough’s 
drumming has attained a more relaxed and economic feel, 
one of quiet confidence. Guy comments, ‘Yeah, he’s play­
ing really well, he’s got a great attitude too.’
The themes covered on ‘Sirocco’ vary from a kind of 
laconic lambast of the current suburban obsession with 
hedonistic abandon and terminal greed through to the 
cheapness of the nouveau riche in pursuit of the illusive 
‘good times’ — (‘Lakeside’, ‘Resort Girls’, and ‘Can I be 
sure’). Dark visions of the national underbelly. Along with 
these concerns, Guy and James have steered the ketch 
into the unchartered waters of their own gung-ho romanti­
cism. The lure of the mythic explorer, adventurer and Hol­
lywood star — Errol Flynn. Conjuring visions of bush pilots, 
cargo cults and his own cinematic dance macabre, — a 
suggestion of things archaic and chivalrous.
THE CREW RIG UP
The McDonough brothers’ tropical travels in the mid 
seventies provides the autobiographical material for the 
concept of the album, but as so often stated Australian 
Crawl have always been firmly grounded in the sun and surf 
millieu of Melbourne’s answer to Bel Air; Mt. Eliza. Even in, 
the tentative forays of Spiff Rouch (Australian Crawl’s pro­
totype) these themes were integral as well as cherished. 
This fascination with wanderlust and the allurements of the 
road remains paramount within the context of their writing.
The strongest affirmation contained in the album’s inci­
sive lyrics has to be about doing it on your own terms and 
not letting yourself be co-opted into demeaning com­
promises. Certainly Australian Crawl have had their fair 
share of industrial hacks. James really put the icing on the 
cake one night at Macy’s in South Yarra by reciting a poem 
of his own. Vitriolic and derisive, it took pot shots at just 
about evenyone on the parasitic periphery of the band. 
‘Unpublished Critics’ succinctly drives this home. Whereas 
Bill’s tongue-in-cheek ‘Love Boys’ passes judgement on 
the sleazier inhabitants of Kings Cross. The song reeks of 
malevolence and rampant depravity, peopled by twisted 
characters in vicious situations.
On the lighter side Guy’s ‘Oh no not you again’ and Brad, 
Kerry and Simon’s ‘Easy on your own’ are evocative of the 
sad resignation of loss and heartbreak. Another lament for 
the downhearted.
Guy’s singing shines on ‘Errol’ adding colour to James’ 
stylised phrasing. ‘Errol’ is arguably the albums cen­
trepiece, with it’s engaging time signature and ebullient 
playing all round. A concise biography which produces a 
credible snapshot of the man’s manifold exploits.
Guy’s emergence over the last twelve months has been 
a fairly natural assumption of his central role in the band, 
originating in his similar role in the first band Spiff Rouch. Of 
course he and James have been as thick as thieves for 
years and it was obvious after ‘Downhearted’ that his 
talents would add another focus, alleviating some of the 
burden from James.
By way of strange co-incidence, Michael Hauser, the 
saxophonist in Equal Local recently returned from a holiday 
in Indonesia and told me that he was in Benoa Harbour Bali 
and in conversation with one expatriate American, was 
alerted to the fact that the actual yacht ‘Sirocco’ was 
moored there, having been purchased and overhauled by 
another rich yank. ‘Yeah, there was something about that’ 
Guys says. ‘He had three boats or something, he called two 
‘Sirocco’ and one ‘Zucka’. He lost one in New Guinea, there 
was one marooned up north on a reef and there was one 
over there when I was in Singapore years ago. So I think it 
could be the ‘Sirocco’, I can’t be sure ’cause I don’t know 
which one Mick saw’.
I queried him on the quixotic and romantic sensibilities 
running through the album and how without bandwagoning 
the swashbuckling set currently de riguer in London, the 
tone of the album is a valid overview of dangerous living. 
‘It’s an extension of it too, not a conscious extension, it’s 
fairly natural.’
I made the point that Errol is perhaps a latter day Don 
Juan, notable for his seemingly quirky emergence from a 
cultural backwater like his native Tasmania. ‘He was good, 
you get a good flash. I went to Darwin the other day for that 
one day you know, and saw Sean Williams (another close 
school friend from ML Eliza and now prawn fisherman with 
a devotion for the ocean). We cruised in and jumped in the 
H.D. (Holden) and I was standing on the top of the continent 
you know, it was great. A wild town though. It’s a bit more 
than rock and roll, drink, the road, the clichds, it’s the 
eighties now but it’s taking time, a really long time all this 
morbid wild punk just gave it a kick in the arse.’
Getting to the sound of the album I noticed this out on the 
range frontier type sound with shades of the Byrds and 
Flying Buritto Brothers creeping in.
‘I think it is a pretty unique sound,’ answers Guy. ‘It’s 
funny — I met Chris Etheridge who used to play with both 
the Byrds and the Flying Burittos. He’s been around, I was 
having a rap with him on the bus while we were touring New 
Zealand. It’s funny you should mention both those bands.’
Simon’s playing tends to add the indelible stamp of 
virtuosity to the sound and perhaps typifies the gains of the 
last year, your comment?
‘It gave everyone a bit of room to move and whatever he 
does do has more impact especially when he’s sparse, just 
sort of puts the touch on it’.
What’s the prdected American album release going to 
be comprised of?
‘We’ve had a few negotiations with American companies 
but we haven’t pushed any of that. We don’t want to fall into 
that trap that a lot of Australian bands did. Making a big 
hoo-ha about going away and stuff. But there are other 
markets we’d like to look at too because we’ve got to start 
looking at that. You can reach a certain stage here and you 
can’t go any further. Whether that time’s near or far I don’t 
know. We’ll probably release a compilation album for 
America which will be a really strong album. Also there’s 
Europe, Japan, South East Asia.
‘The Police are playing Denpasar, the bastards, we were 
going to try and beat them there.’
The forthcoming ‘Ports of Crawl’ tour should see a few 
surprises in presentation with some back projection at the 
capital city venues and a more concert oriented atmos­
phere.
‘We played the Elizabeth Rugby club in Adelaide’ said 
Guy. ‘It’s Cold Chisel — Angel’s territory. They just wanna 
be bashed to death with sound. You’ve really got to work 
the audience there. In a concert situation you can do a 
show and present the album and it’s better for everyone.’
Not that these guys are slouches on stage but the pubs 
do present certain drawbacks in sound quality and the 
vulnerability of the band to contract the ‘changing room 
disease’. Rocket, their sound mixer was viciously attacked 
without any provocation by a bottle wielding drunk at a 
Sentimental Bloke gig. Needless to say the rest of the road 
crew were anything but sentimental in dealing with the 
offending bloke.
On all counts ‘Sirocco’ fulfils the initial promise of 
Australian Crawl’s debut. It presents a less headstrong and 
consistent array of compositions evincing their effective 
use of the studio. It will also serve as an accurate 
testimonial to their stage sound. One of the sources of 
James’ unhappiness with the first album was this gap from 
stage to vinyl. He should have no such reservations this 
time. The fold out sleeve (again) is less contrived, depicting 
the band as the debonair and bronzed Aussies they are.
BRECON WALSH
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THE SOIMS OF THE FATHER..
ADRIAN RYAN finds Mondo Rock lurking near the mainstream.
Close up, the most surprising thing about Ross 
Wilson is just how young he looks these days. 
Unlined, unworn, his face seems even more adoles­
cent than it was ten years ago when he was leaping 
about in front of Daddy Cool, the only doo-wop star in 
the world to wear both a hippy beard and a fox tail 
pinned to his jacket.
Is there a secret of rock’n’roll induced eternal youth? I 
don’t enquire: but one can speculate. Maybe it’s the result 
of a musical career built largely around the exploitation of 
adolescent myths, or perhaps it’s the rejuvenating qualities 
of a suddenly arrived burst of recognition.
1981, after all, has been a very good year for Ross 
Wilson and Mondo Rock. For the first time in nearly a 
decade, this unpretentious founding father of a whole 
school of Melbourne beat music has been hearing his voice 
back where it belongs, coming out of radios all across the 
land; Mondo Rock have scored two massive hit singles in 
“State Of The Heart” and “Cool World” , their glossy album 
Chemistry is charting, and the band are playing with a 
punch and flair that’s made them an unstoppable live 
proposition.
So much for the present status of Mondo Rock, but such 
renaissances never happen overnight. This one began to 
take shape about twelve months ago, when after three 
years of spreading his energy around in such diverse 
activities as running a record company, producing, writing 
and maintaining a succession of bands under the title of 
Mondo Rock with only a minimum of musical and 
commercial success, Wilson decided to reorder his 
priorities.
The first casualty of Wilson’s resurgent ambition was the 
then lineup of Mondo Rock. They’d recorded an album, 
Primal Park, hacked around the pub circuit maintaining a 
following, but were manifestly failing to raise the vital spark 
that would raise them above B-grade status. The recording 
of Primal Park was the occasion when Wilson decided that 
things had to change.
“Originally it was intended to be an all-studio album, but 
after weeks of trying to get things together in the studio it 
was obvious that it just wasn’t going to gel. So we went out 
and recorded some gigs and what we ended up with was so 
much better that we decided to put it on the album. But the 
whole thing was so frustrating we decided to break the 
band up.”
The end result was hardly a milestone of modern music; 
one scrappy studio side backed with a string of edited live 
cuts where Wilson’s vocal gymnastics were interspersed 
with passages of boring instrumental flash from guitarists 
Peter Laffey and Randy Bulpin. So much for history; but at 
least the title track of Primal Park, a sinister little mood 
piece co-written by Wilson and Melbourne rock eccentric 
David Pepperell, proved that the Mondos’ main man hadn’t 
had his talent totally eroded by the years.
Enter the new Mondo Rock; on keyboards, Adelaide 
virtuoso James Black, who’d previously, played with 
Russell Morris, on bass Kiwi upper-class escapee Paul 
Christie, (whose previous credentials included stints with 
leaders as varied as Kevin Borich, and briefly, Eric 
Gradman), guitarist Eric McCusker and a succession of 
drummers which contributed to a brief period of instability 
ended by the recruitment of John James Hackett.
The combination of technique and inventiveness that the 
new line-up offers can’t be discounted when it comes to 
examining the reasons for the Mondo Rock resurgence. 
“The last version of the band was very much your classic 
two-guitar rock band with built in limitations,” Wilson 
explains. “ It’s a lot more flexible now. And I think this band 
is more cohesive basically because all the players are more 
diverse — which is a paradox, but we’re able to do things 
that have more colour in them.”
Eric McCusker, who’s sitting beside Wilson at the dining 
room table of manager John Blanchfield’s house, offers his 
own view on the band’s strengths. “We all come from very 
different backgrounds — Mondo Rock isn’t strictly a 
Melbourne band anymore — but what we do have in 
common is a feeling for black music which I think comes out 
in what we play.”
Certainly, the new Mondos are capable of creating a
rhythmic force field that owes a subtle debt to all varieties of 
seventies and eighties funk and dance music. Urban black 
music of every kind has been the strongest continuous 
influence on Wilson throughout his career, and those are 
the sounds he still listens to. “Most of what’s on my jukebox 
is blues and r and b, and funk. . .  I love Chic, Dr. Buzzard’s 
Original Savannah Band are OK . . . and I think the Reels 
are great.” Even the most cursory listen to Chemistry is 
sufficient to make it obvious that Mondo Rock are making 
some of the more intricate dance music currently available 
in Australian rock — the superb drum intro on “Cool World” 
isn’t the only thoughtful rhythm move available on 
Chemistry, the burbling bass and drums on the title track is 
another example. Despite the use of no less than four 
drummers on the album, there’s a seamless flow to the 
basic tracks that matches the glossy, occasionally over 
tasteful playing of James Black and McCusker.
Eric McCusker is obviously a prime component in Mondo 
Rock’s revival. It was he who penned “State Of The Heart” 
and four other tracks on Chemistry, but apart from his 
writing, he’s the kind of creative foil who has always been 
present when Wilson has done his best work and which has 
been lacking in the band since keyboardist Tony Slavich 
(present for the classic “ Fugitive Kind” single) left in 1979. 
Mondo Rock are the closest thing to a “fashionable” band 
McCusker has ever played in; he started out with Renee 
Geyer in a winebar outfit called Cheap Red, moving up the 
ranks to the Jon English Band. He was serving time with the 
latter when they toured with Bryan Ferry and his protean 
solo-era band (“they were nice guys . . .  we played soccer 
10 then played with Captain Matchbctogether.” ) and ox in their 
dying days. He’s literate, watchful, an obvious careerist 
intensely interested in the mechanics of his art, but no 
obsessive musical bore; this afternoon he seems more 
animated discussing Ghana Fallaci and the contradictions 
of “ interviewing” than he does when talking about 
Chemistry.
McCusker’s style is one where craftsmanship is 
paramount, and if it weren’t for the stylish irony that’s 
inherent in Wilson’s vocalising it would often be too bland 
for its own good, but at least his structures provide a 
discipline that was sadly lacking in earlier Mondo Rock 
lineups, and also a sound that accidentally or not is very 
much in the accessible mould demanded by American 
radio. Having suffered the workings of the US corporate 
hype machine with Daddy Cool, Wilson is understandably 
cautious about predicting overseas success, but plans to 
break America are slowly being formulated. “We’ve signed 
with Atlantic and things are looking OK, but there’s no 
hurry. When the album does come out there it may or may 
not have the same lineup of tracks. . .”
For the moment, there remains Australia, and Mondo 
Rock are acutely aware of the pressure being placed on 
them to deliver. “Just because the first two singles took off, 
people are expecting a lot from Chemistry. It’s almost as if it 
were our third or fourth album together,” McCusker says; 
but the band are determined not to be pressurised. The 
album was produced on a cooperative basis with Sydney 
engineer/producer Mark Moffit. “We’re not the kind of band 
who could work with someone dictatorial,” says Wilson. 
“We prefer to solve things in our own way. It just leads to 
problems when someone is waving a big stick around.”
The desire to be in greater control of their own destiny 
has also led to an intriguing career move on Mondo Rock’s 
part; the decision to join Dirty Pool’s booking agency as the 
first Melbourne based band to do so. It was a shift that 
wasn’t made lightly — it meant that the band had to leave 
Premier Artists, the Melbourne agency that has the power 
to make or break the careers of all but the mightiest bands 
in the land.
“ It was brought about by frustration,” Wilson says. “We 
didn’t have any quarrel with Premier Artists in Melbourne — 
they’ve supported me for a long time — but we were finding 
it hard to break nationally as a live act because their 
affiliates weren’t pushing us hard enough — we were 
having an especially hard time breaking through in 
Sydney.”
With the clout of Dirty Pool behind them, Mondo Rock are 
setting out on an intensive national campaign that’s 
removed them from the endless grind of the Melbourne pub 
circuit. The band are in a position that seemed unlikely
even a year ago, and Wilson can now look back 
philosophically on opportunities lost in the late seventies.
“ ( think the thing that held me back was that I just didn’t 
have enough energy to go around all the things I was doing.
I was co-running a record company for one thing, and that 
can be a real drag if you don’t have the flair for it. Plus I was 
producing other people, performing . . . ”
The record company in question was Oz, the EMI affiliate 
which Wilson set up in 1976 and which released among 
other things, two albums by Jo Jo Zep, Stiletto’s only 
album, the groundbreaking Debutantes compilation of 
Melbourne inner-city acts. “We released some good stuff, 
but we put out some rubbish as well. Basically our taste was 
good, but our timing was off” .
« “Actually, I don’t really like producing. It was just 
something I fell into after Daddy Cool through my 
involvement with Skyhooks. I was determined to produce 
them because I knew the other people who were around at 
the time would take away that cheeky edge.. . ” 
Whatever the commercial success of the Oz label, its 
existence was another example of Wilson’s typically 
Melbournian regard for assisting new talent. “ It’s part of 
what gets you into music in the first place. You hear a 
record you like, then you want to go out and play and if you 
see some young cats doing good songs you can get a buzz 
out of encouraging them.”
Apart from the encouragement he’s offered to so many 
Melbourne musicians, Wilson can look back on a decade 
where he’s been a pervasive influence on the sound of his 
city. The singers who’ve emulated his utterly distinctive 
vocal style include Shirley Strachan, James Reyne, Steve 
Cummings and Jane Clifton; more subtle has been the 
affect of his laconic, entertaining frontman’s stance on a 
whole generation of Melbourne performers, as has the 
often ironic but still passionate utilisation of American (and 
later Jamaican) black music.
Ironic, then, that Wilson’s proteges had sold so many 
records in a period when he was languishing in semi­
obscurity; I suggest that his career in the late seventies 
might have given the impression that he was less than 
ambitious, even if he was making (as he admits) a 
comfortable living from music. It’s an accusation he denies 
vehemently. “ I’ve never been lacking in ambition to get my 
music across. It may have looked that w ay. . .  but it wasn’t 
deliberate. What you should be doing as a musician is 
making music for people who can’t do it themselves. And I 
think you should try and reach the widest possible audience
“One thing that was never right before was the timing, 
which was never there before. But this time around it’s all 
fallen into place. New management, new record company 
— Festival are very good — new band, and people have 
responded to it.”
A new career in the same town; but this time around, with 
sufficient impact to finally remove the stigma of being an 
ex-member of Daddy Cool. (“That was never oppressive 
for me — I can still enjoy those records, even more that 
when I first made them — but it used to get the members of 
the other Mondo Rocks down, continually being compared 
to Daddy Cool. But it’s not a problem with this band . . .”) 
But there’s been no wholesale discarding of the past — 
except for the decided change in Wilson’s vocal style; 
cooler, less gymnastic than it used to be. Mondo Rock still 
perform “ Eagle Rock” live, and on the album the old Wilson 
obsession with nonsensical catchprases survives on songs 
like “Trash” (perhaps the best, least inhibited moment on 
Chemistry) and “Mondo Sexo” . Onstage, the band make 
no apologies for being an entertainment outfit, a stance 
which might bring accusations of their being just another 
money-milking semi-cabaret outfit, but Ross Wilson has no 
need to prove his credentials. After all, in the darkest days 
of hippie boogie, it was Daddy Cool who brought back joie 
■ de vivre and showmanship to Australian rock, and it wasn’t 
done in an obvious fashion; the doo-wop cum Philly/New 
York r and b moves that DC dealt so brilliantly in were a 
world removed from anything that had previously gone 
down in local music. These days Ross Wilson and his band 
lurk a lot closer to the mainstream, but it’s a mainstream 
that Wilson himself has done a lot to create, and if anyone 
deserves to reap the rewards of such a position, it’s the 
man himself.
Roadrunner 11
.̂ETEb ' '^"‘' P"*® *'* e o ' '®''-®i! i® : : : “  : . : i  s * - s rs
K r . s S “  s r  " ■ ? ! r s s s . i . c  !s J S iS >  - ” •■ "  , „ .  ~
'* *  offer you this
i f e  ovi^dn®' ‘P® CBS or EM>-
^ S f v e » h J 5 ,®  tf9"® tas a sellout. W®'®',"he
r v o t r | / f f  *’®''® •"
overcome-  ̂ first $buw-
s s t& u s S ’̂ l ^  s y  "■another. The n heat and P n notes) sh g^ 
oause of the 9 other hu®'?,irm a slighttV n,ass 
nuclei hombw b » "? J  A sHght'V, »5?'^® yboys’ 
together (fusing total h '« ||n  released. Su^V^g^gs
AP®'®‘S?ied ^  the soph*®-
f e s r -  ^
•j
G u d in s k i .
jEBEMVJ .̂®'̂ 4an 'Wf JSw to\d us. uobbV
the single- Lobby w  up
°® ® ',;irioudlV) ''®®'’ ’ ^ -ne ep, 1-obPV
p ETER- « i-pcorded ttie f  onW
®®'2c“,Sv. vihereas wh®" g ta n d  m ®'«»® "• , ,
f ! 5  r C ' t o s e f e ® t t ; e  single UobhV would
®,^,^^Sl'T^??e%W ved^'- ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ,,g ,s th eo n e
& . .  Then he ;;^„„g„rlferlr|^'P®gS2Se.
®/c"Beoause yo“ „®'®,rally h ® ® ^ C ^ n ' ^
has to b 
interest.
« lE ®  '^ 'S °" *5 r£  ®"® P®'®°"i*"’
i t ^ r s 3 s ® ? s
i f e e " i h e y  ^ a 'T ^ t t ird o n ’t  th lnK |n®
^ S = “̂ 2 i
' r***.**#* •
-ii: .“r
12 Roadrupnof
Roadrunner
THE COMBO THAT WOULD BE
The Big Combo was formed in May 
1979 and in the two years since has 
steadily worked its way to the top of 
the Melbourne live rock pile. From the 
small pubs like the Station and the 
Central Club (‘every Friday night off 
and on, but more frequently on, for 
two yea rs ’) to the suburban beer 
fa rm s. . .  but not beyond. Until the re­
lease of the ir firs t s ing le , ‘Faded 
Roses’ a couple of months ago, very 
few people outside Melbourne had 
actually heard Big Combo.
The Melbourne pub rock scene of recent 
years has tended to be both self per­
petuating, with once-big-names plodding 
around the outer suburban circuit, and as 
a result, stultifyingly dull. You have to be 
pretty pissed to get into ‘The Real Thing’ 
or ‘I’ll Be Gone’ for the nth million time.
But I’ve always had this feeling about 
Big Combo — that they were so much 
more than a pub band. It dates back 
eighteen months or more when I saw the 
band at the tiny Civic Hotel in Sydney. 
Sweat by itself is not necessarily a virtue, 
sweat and musical competence doesn’t 
always make it, but add a dash of that 
magic ingredient, SOUL, and everyone is 
smiling. Listening to Broderick Smith sing­
ing those black r‘n’b gems of another de­
cade, hearing those early gritty Van Morri­
son songs come alive again, was enough 
to convince me. Here was a soul master.
These thoughts flash through my mind 
as I take a taxi through the cold and 
rapidly darkening streets of South Mel­
bourne to the rehearsal studio cum sound 
workshop cum warehouse cum office 
where Big Combo are rehearsing in prep­
aration for the recording of their first 
album. Walking through a large roll-a-door^, 
I am confronted by a confusion of half as­
sembled P.A.’s, road cases, carpentry 
benches and a speedy ‘24 cups of coffee 
on an empty stomach’ Broderick Smith. 
“You’re from ROADRUNNER are you?’’ he 
says. I nod my assent. “ Let’s go through 
here” .
Down a passage, past LRB’s touring 
gear, to a medium-sized room full of the 
Big Combo’s instruments. The rehearsal 
has just finished and the rest of the band 
have departed. Apart from the Andrew 
Durant Memorial Concert organiser Mai 
Eastick on guitar, tha t’s Graham 
Thompson on bass, Chris Wilson (piano/ 
guitar) Mick O’Connor (Hammond Organ) 
and John Annas on drums.
We settle ourselves in the midst of the 
equipment, send for a couple of coffees 
and Broderick says, ‘I haven’t done many 
interviews lately.’
‘It’s a bit surprising really, but it seems 
the experience of having been through the 
rock and roll treadmill a couple of times 
has taught Broderick a few lessons. 
There’s a lot of thought and planning and 
perhaps most of all, biding of time, as­
sociated with this project. “ I could have 
had a deal 2 years ago. But from being in 
a couple of reasonably successful bands
before I know that once you hit it you’ve 
got 18 months/2 years of Australian public 
behind you . . .  then they drift off.”
The Big Combo story to date is a classic 
slow build. Broderick quite openly adrnits 
the initial strategy was based on bands like 
Mike Rudd and the Heaters and Mick Pe­
aling and the Ideals — “ in terms of the 
size of equipment you carry and the way 
you run your organisation. They’re and 
we’re, mainstream rock bands, not playing 
music that is super current, super contem­
porary. People’s rock’n’roll you should call 
it.”
While its detractors may sneeringly dis­
miss it as “beer barn rock” there’s no de­
nying that the keynote of its success is 
based on good musicianship and enter­
tainment value, qualities the Combo have 
in abundance. Cover versions are also 
quite common.
“We do tons of them” Broderick laughs. 
“We don’t do the same ones all the time, 
we do change them around. Some of the 
covers are so good it seems a shame to 
include one of your own tha t’s not as 
good. We’re working on originals now, we 
do about six or seven on stage, ranging 
from a piano ballad to straight out rock and 
that’s going to increase. ”
“ When this band started (Annas, 
Thompson and Wilson joined the other 
three in March of this year) we threw out a 
lot of the older covers. The covers are a 
lot more contemporary now. We do a War­
ren Zevon song, a Boz Scaggs (a rock 
one), Springsteen’s ‘Badlands’ and ‘Be­
cause the Night’. ”
I mention a friend’s comment that the 
first Big Combo single, ‘Faded Roses’ has 
a very Springsteen feel to it.
“ Kind of, I guess. His songs are 
more. . .  sort o f . . .  You could say it was 
sort of Bob Segerish, Chris Farlowish . . .  
my roots are pretty similar to Springsteen I 
guess. Astral Weeks, Chris Farlowe, early 
Spector, also Dylan, all those kind of 
people. But I don’t really think it’s a direct 
influence.”
Springsteen draws on so much of music, 
the Drifters, Spector, Manfred Mann . . .
“You’ll hear all those in mine too. I’ve 
got 20 Drifters singles! They were the first 
band that ever turned me on to pop 
music.”
Not so much influences as the same 
roots...?
“Growing u p . . .  while I was in the Din­
goes we toured the U.S.A. with Southside 
Johnny and the Asbury Jukes. Their at­
titudes were very similar to where I grew 
up — St. Albans, out in the western sub­
urbs of Melbourne. That unique Australian 
point between the city and the bush — the 
end of the suburbs. And it’s an industrial 
suburb. You’ve got a steel or a rubber 
factory in one paddock and horses in the 
next, and in the next you’ve got brick ven­
eers, thousands of them, all the same. 
Their environment was a street thing but 
also a waterfront thing, something like Al- 
tona. Parts of New Jersey are like that —
where you have a factory in a field. Same 
attitude. Attitude of escape, but the 
violence isn’t extreme here . . .  oh, I dunno, 
the violence in St.Albans was pretty ex­
treme, growing up.”
Do you still do any Dingoes songs?
“We do one occasionally called ‘Outside 
Man’. This band is not such a rural band. 
There’s more of an r‘n’b influence. It’s still 
there in flashes but we’re more urban.
“ I’ve been trying to find that cross point 
between city and bush that is real Austra­
lian. People who might work at a factory 
over there and on the weekend head for 
the river or creek on the other side. I’m 
trying to home in on that.”
I comment that it’s not an area that’s 
been really tapped into.
“Sports sort of have a suburban thing 
about them, but it’s more cartoony. I’m 
trying to get a bit more doom-laden’’ 
(Laughs).
At this point and at certain other mo­
ments in all this, Broderick fixes me with a 
disconcertingly direct stare, searching with 
his blue eyes, gauging my reaction I 
guess. There’s an intensity of purpose 
there — and a confidence that only comes 
from playing. How important is this first 
album to you, I ask.
“ Real important” , says Broderick, softly. 
“ Everything is geared to it. We’ve already 
had two record companies in the States 
say that if it’s as strong as the single, 
they’ll take it. So it’s real important for it to 
be right and appear to be different.”
The sound of machines cutting through 
wood wafts into the room.
“You can make an album that’s good” , 
Brod continues, “ but it might sound like 
someone else. And you can make an 
album that’s different but that’s just a load 
of shit. Like that new Public Image album. 
Or you could make an album that’s diffe­
rent and good, but bugger all people will 
buy it. So it’s a matter of finding a balance 
between the two. There are too many re­
cords made that are just rubbish. All you 
can do is try to do your best at any given 
moment.”
How are the songs for the album coming 
along?
“Well, at the moment we’re in the throes 
of thrashing out how to write together. I’ve 
been working with Chris (Wilson) a fair bit, 
me doing the words and him on the piano. 
We’ve got twenty odd songs and we’re just 
looking for a general sort of shape for the 
album.
“We’ve got five songs we do on stage 
that will be on the album, another four 
we’re working on that are real strong con­
tenders. By the time we finish these re­
hearsals we should have ten.
“We’re really lucky that Ern Rose, who 
owns part of this establishment, is also our 
producer. He helps us out, suggests 
things. Through LRB’s trials and tribula­
tions (Ern Rose was also their producer) 
they’ve worked out certain principles of 
working together amicably . . .  we’re not 
talking musically here, amicable relation­
ships in a venture. Through his experi­
ences in that he helps get little things hap­
pening, incentive, creative incentive.
“ Em’s great. He just takes a song apart, 
throws ideas around and drives us nuts. 
But it’s the only way. Cos we’re trying to 
make a record for the world which is kinda 
a big step to make from making a record 
for one town or for one country.
“ Like even Bruce Springsteen — it took 
him ages to get his viewpoint across. He 
still hasn’t done it totally successfully in 
terms of the world.”
I think wtth Springsteen though each 
successive album seems to get a bit 
closer. . .
“To the world?”
“Yeah.”
“ I really think he needs to get away and 
live somewhere else though. He should go 
and live in Marseilles for a year and write 
about America from there.”
Will your album be about Australia?
“ Er, at this point all the songs except for 
one or maybe two, are written from experi­
ences here. One is written from experience 
somewhere else and one is a dark tale 
that concerns the whole world y ’know 
(penetrating glance) thinly disguised as a 
heavy metal monster song” (laughs).
“ It’d be nice to write an album that’ll be 
Australian in character. Writing about 
gumtrees and stuff like that is very passe 
though.
“All you’ve gotta do is write honestly and 
it’ll come out.”
Big Combo are still basically a Mel 
bourne phenomenon, not yet having been 
to Adelaide and having been to Sydney a 
mere three times. It’s not that they don’ 
want to travel, Broderick tells me they’re 
dying to play interstate, it’s just that they 
want to tour in the black.
“ It’s weird y’know, we’re actually making 
less money now than when we firs 
started, even though we’re more well 
known and get on the TV and stuff. A year 
ago my parents were all worried and ask 
ing me, ‘When is it going to happen?’, and 
now it is and there’s things in the paper 
they can show their friends. Yet we’re ac 
tually worse of financially because the big 
ger you get the more your overheads are.’ 
Broderick shakes his head.
What do you want out of music 
Broderick?
“ There are some things I’ve never 
achieved out of rock’n’roll. Money’s one of 
em” . He shoots me a mischievous smile 
“ I guess I’d like to make some kind of 
statement — other writers tended to domi 
nate in Carson and the Dingoes. In two 
years I’d like to be touring Japan and 
America. Not so much the U.K. I don' 
think the press there would give us a 
chance. Americans don’t care where 
you’re from as long as it isn’t Russia or 
Iran. And that seems only fair. As long as 
you’re good at what you do, they’ll get into 
you.”
Meanwhile the rest of the country is 
waiting DONALD ROBERTSON
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Midnight Oil 
Marquee, London
It was one of those nights of 
summer. We were out in the chilly 
weather of a London June, mak­
ing our way through Soho. This 
red-light district, replete with its 
“French Model Second Floor” , 
“ Latest Swedish Sex” and flash­
ing sex shop fuck diagram signs in 
50’s neon finish, was awash with 
Continentals, Germans, French, 
Swiss, all salivating at the mouth 
and bleeding from the wallet at the 
wonder of being in the stop at the 
end of the line called London. Not 
a Pom to be seen, though. Just a 
crush of video-game hungry, 
sex-hungry, French-model hun­
gry, arty-farty cabaret hungry 
Huns and Frogs and Swiss (the 
latter distinguishable by their tight 
ranks in the streets). Our small 
group made its way up through 
Wardour Street, the home of 
Britain’s film (distribution) indus­
try, and the famous Marquee rock 
club. We had just waded through 
the last of the visiting folk, and 
were about to enter the club (or try 
to) when we were accosted by a 
group of unsavoury-looking 
males. One of them made his way 
up to us, and breasted my 
girlfriend, Mandy, with a request, 
floated on a breathy stream of 
alcohol, as to whether she could 
and would impart a ‘midnight oil’ 
ticket. Her reply, delivered in her 
Australian accent, immediately 
provoked the following response: 
“ Jeez, waddarya, Aussie or 
Kiwi?” delivered with the perfect 
upturned final syllable, — but 
tempered now, — of a fallen 
counterculturalist. Inspection 
showed the gentleman, and his 
friends, to be wearing various 
items of Australian apparel. 
W indcheater with Aust. map; 
badges, etc. One made me an 
immediate cash offer for my 
“Bruce” badge, but lost interest 
when I told him it had come from 
the Springsteen concert, and car­
ried that connotation. When told 
there were no tickets that could be 
sold, this group of three or four 
(but it seemed hundreds) became 
restive. Their mobd trod that oddly 
Australian line that can swing 
wildly, and without warning, bet­
ween good-natured belligerence, 
and an Adidas running boot in the 
teeth. We moved on quickly, 
having imparted to them (they 
were Queenslanders of course) 
the knowledge of the nearest 
licensed premises. But it was odd, 
we reflected, that they should be 
so desperate to get tickets. After 
all, the band was Midnight Oil, and 
this was the Marquee London, not 
the Bondi Lifesaver. Shouldn’t 
have been that hard to get in.
Arrival at the front counter 
showed that the Overlanders had 
not been kidding us out there in 
Wardour Street. The place was as 
full as a bull’s bum/Catholic 
school. And, horror of horrors, the 
band had been only able to give us 
two comp tickets, not three as 
arranged, because of the massive 
demand by expats for freebies.
Rather than leave Mandy’s teen­
age sister out in Soho, I went in 
with her, and we left Mandy at the 
door, reasoning quietly with a man 
with a leather jacket bearing a 
skull and dagger motif, who turned 
. out to be the doorman. But Mandy 
is a clever person, and after half 
an hour of reasoning, at what 
seemed to be an impossible task, 
she managed to get this gentle­
man to let her in for free, when so 
many had been turned away with 
their money hot in their hands.
Inside, Midnight Oil were deliv­
ering a powerful, punchy set. The 
big bloke with the bald head was 
screaming things into the mic­
rophone, and the musicians 
played very fast. It was quite a 
show. I don’t know their music 
much, although I’ve read a bit 
about them in the press. They’re 
very “uncomprising” , it seems. 
Very “political” . Only, I found their 
music to be orchestrated against 
the lyrics, so that I could under­
stand almost none of these 
socially-committed lyrics. One 
song was “Over the,Borderline” , 
but that’s about all I could under­
stand. It wasn’t the PA. It was the 
way the music was structured. I 
felt the same as I did when I saw 
Eric Gradman at the Crystal Ball­
room a couple of years ago. The 
facial expressions and stances 
lead you to believe something 
important is being imparted, but 
because of the way the music is 
structured, you can’t understand a 
word. Very annoying. Anyway, 
they plaed on, steaming ahead, 
for quite a while. The crowd, 
apparently all Aussies, loved 
them, and got an energetic en­
core. But I did find this holier than 
thouness a bit much. Ultimately, 
the music business is quintessen­
tial capitalism, .with a top 40 for a 
stock market. All bands want 
recognition. There is no way 
around it being capitalism. The 
only way to keep your integrity, as 
I see it, is to say things you mean 
with enough passion to let people 
know you really believe them; and 
for those things to be pro-life, and 
on the socially-aware side. That’s 
what Springsteen does. He knows 
he’s locked into the CBS 
prizebank. But when he’s on 
stage, giving heart and soul, say­
ing things you know he means, 
then for that time the whole 
myriad, tatty mess of units, prom­
otion, sales shipped etc. means 
northing. Just falls away. For that 
time, something in him shines 
through. You can feel the passion 
in the music; you can relate to the 
words. In the “ Midnight Oil” per­
formance, minus the words which 
would convey what they were 
really on about, all I could get was 
the sight of a lot of posturing, and 
my head banged.
But the show was still enjoy­
able, nonetheless. Later, after in 
the bar, I heard more “seeya 
laters” than I’ve heard in a year. 
After that, it was out into Wardour 
Street for its one truly important 
boast . . .  the last 10 pence (20 
cent) video game centre in Lon­
don, where we joined the Ger­
mans, French & Swiss (in file).
LARRY BUTTROSE
The Reels 
Jump Club, 
Melbourne
Ones in itia l wonderm ent 
and interest in the Reels live is 
soon overcome by a sneaking 
suspicion that they aren’t all 
they purport to be (i.e. 
stimulating). There is a yawn­
ing p red ic tab ility  in David 
Mason’s on stage moaning 
these days and the end to end 
guitar laden tedium of ‘Plastic 
Pop’, ‘Pre Fab Hearts’ and 
‘Love Will Find A Way’ (which 
climax the set) is a return to the 
run of the mill rock routines 
which they claim to avoid.
Of the other songs, numbers 
like ‘Neon Rainbow’ and ‘Ac­
cording To My Heart’ cruise pure 
and attractive in the slick pop 
idiom whilst in the thicker, more 
sustained sound area it is ‘Shout 
and Deliver’ and ‘Depression’ 
which do the tub crankin’. The 
Reels are at their most effective 
when they mean things. 
‘Quasimodo’s Dream’ and 
‘Kitchen Man’, paeons to a true 
set of human sensibilities, bear 
witness to this.
Those two songs in perfor­
mance are nearly enough to hide 
the rhore flip, less sparked songs 
that the Reels indulge in. Already 
mentioned is the pork chopped 
run of three to end the show. 
Others are the drippy ‘You Got 
Soul’ and the headache inducing 
doublet of ‘Misused and Abused’ 
and ‘Caralyn’. All feature toneless 
drums and an askew sense of 
guitar dynamics which weighs 
down the air instead of adding life 
to it.
The Reels have promised a lot. 
Their set/slides and the inclusion 
of comedy duo ‘Los Trios 
Ringbarkus’ in their COMEDY 
tour was a good start. Only thing 
is, the material is all too often dealt 
with insipidly and half heartedly. ‘If 
in doubt, refer it to the guitar’ — it 
seems even The Reels can’t
Pic. Algra
escape from the terms of mind 
blanketing rock which it once 
seemed they could.
Pop or piffle?
Half and half is better than 
nothing but I sure don’t view The 
Reels as a necessary part of any 
musical diet in their present 
‘live’(?) state. They have not sus­
tained the promise a promise 
which is now very nearly a broken 
dream. Whether they know it or 
not isn’t something for me to say. 
What’s for me to say is that (either 
by circumstance or by fault) no- 
■thing has been done about it. And 
there is the crunch.
CRAIG N. PEARCE
Roadrunner 15
Equal Local 
Go Betweens 
Essendon Airport 
Kinetic Picnic 
The Ballroom,
Melbourne.
The (Crystal) Ballroom used 
to be a good place for a laugh. 
You could always count on 
happening across something 
that, if not very good, at least 
showed some semblance of 
spark. From the Boys Next 
Door to any similarly sounding 
garage band, an unnatural sort 
of magic used to emanate from 
the deco-ed up flea pits’ por­
tals. Not the case any longer. 
I’m afraid.
Purveyors of fashion and the 
instigators of trends, if they have 
any sense of suss that is, rarely 
drop in on the place any more. It’s 
a denizen of dead dreams and 
frigid flashes. All the brightest 
lights either stay at home (re­
hearsing) or traverse through 
some of the newer, more attrac­
tive venues around town.
Take this recent night for in­
stance. Billed as ‘equal Local’s 
Birthday N ight’ and featuring 
those upper middle class (or 
aspiring to it) twats Equal Local 
with their inconsistent stabs of 
making music that isn’t as tawdry 
and intellectualized as their 
stance/conversations. Funny how 
they view most of their Melbourne 
compatriots as boring, yet have 
failed to digress or advance their 
stated music content since 
Christmas. Doesn’t worry me
overtly, just thought you should 
know that’s all.
One band Equal Local no doubt 
think aren’t as boring as the rest of 
the lay (wo)men on the scene 
were one of the supports tonight, 
Essendon Airport; if only because 
they share the same sax player. 
Probably Essendon and not Tul- 
lamarine so we can be just that 
little bit obscure sounding to im­
press our arty friends, hey? 
Sounds reasonable — only trou­
ble is their monotone discussions 
with art make for neither good 
disco music nor an acceptable 
follow up to the now very much 
jaded term/movement, the North 
Fitzroy beat. A irport are 
lacklustre, loose, repetitive, re­
petitive, repetitive . . . aaand they 
are the greyest (re: sleep induc­
ing) phenomenom to grace (?) a 
stage I’ve seen since those silly 
Dresden War Crimes with their
fabricated passion and gutless 
guile. (Go Craig! — ED)
No better were the lowest (and 
how!) on the bill tonight, ‘Kinetic 
Picnic’. Whether this band has 
anything to offer or not is a matter 
of extreme doubt. The sound is 
such an embarrassingly inwardly 
directed circle of irritating guitar 
burrs and bass/drum doldrums 
that it’s impossible to tell one song 
from another. All pose and no 
prose. At least they have a good 
name, I guess.
Only one thing shone light, spun 
gold and glimmered white hope 
tonight and that was the extraor­
dinarily romantic Go Betweens, 
that trio of percussive influence 
and electric didacticism. They 
paused, then proliferated — all 
aspiration and fluidity — came 
back with a spell then cast seed to 
the flock. A slight tinkle, just the 
right amount of pepper, then the
wholesome guitar of Robert Fos­
ter cutting softly focused gems of 
pop going by names such as 
‘Karen’, ‘People Say’, and that 
single of all Postcard singles, 
‘Stop Before You Say It’. Each a 
fluster of awkward emotion and 
tightly spun instrumental cas­
cades. Dripping and driving. This 
band excites and imagines.
They are the darlings, the 
lovelies. No insipidness or bully­
ing bluster. It’s all enticing and 
entwining. I give up! I’m up, in, and 
swinging free. Go Betweens are a 
free form manifestation of an 
instinctive, definitive mirage. Give 
them back some emotion, they 
lose so much on us!
After all that it’s rather droll. I 
titte r and mumble hopelessly 
about how good dreams never 
come true and bad ones just play 
the Ballroom.
CRAIG N. PEARCE
^  ^
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ALTERED STATES 
Director: Ken Russell
As someone said as they came out of the Adelaide 
preview of this movie — “ I’ve always wanted to see 2001 in 
reverse.”
‘Altered States’ has a superficial similarity to 2001: the 
visual effects used for heightened states of consciousness 
owe more than a little to Kubrick; the ‘Unborn Soul’ that is 
the culmination of Eddie Jessop experiments is a variation 
on 200Ts ‘Space Baby’, and yes, a man does turn into an 
ape.
But there, thankfully, the similarities end. ‘Altered States’ 
is much more ‘entertainment’ than ‘message’ and although 
there are plenty of ‘ohhh wows’ there are lots of laughs too.
The plot is fairly simple. Jessop, all-American college 
professor with a spiritual link to the ‘inner space’ pioneers of 
the sixties (Leary, Lilly et al) meets girl (Emily) who thinks 
him weird but wants to marry him anyway. After the first 
time they have sex she asks him what he’s thinking about. 
‘God aand Christ on the cross.’ Original huh?
They marry but eventually his obsession with inner 
explorations leads to a trial separation during which she, a 
qualified anthropologist goes to Africa to study baboons 
while he heads for Mexico to sample some evil looking 
hallucinogenic hootch courtesy of an Indian tribe.
The resultant experience is pretty electric to say the least 
as he manages to secure a hip flask of the stuff to try out in a 
sensory deprivation tank located in the basement of the
Science building (a scenario that recalls the dank walkways 
of the spaceship in ‘Alien’).
It’s at this point that slight ‘B-movie’ undertones start 
creeping in. During the course of these experiments 
Eddie’s body starts taking on the characteristics of the early 
man he becomes on his trips down genetic memory lane. 
The skeptical Head of Faculty takes some X-rays taken just 
after his exit from the black box, to an expert. “ I’ll say this 
guy has a problem,” says the expert. “ He’s a fucking 
gorilla!”
That results in a temporary halt to proceedings during 
which Emily returns from Africa, complete with children and 
tapes of baboon noises. The next session in the tank 
results in the full metamorphosis trip and a night out at the 
zoo with some ‘yiros on the hoof.
After listening back to tapes Emily is convinced that 
Eddie is onto something and the scene is set for the 
explosive climax and moving aftermath.
‘Altered States’ is a real roller coaster of a movie — you 
can be having a heart seizure one minute (some of the 
hallucinogenic imagery is Russell at his vivid , best) and 
laughing your head off the next. Echoes vary from the 
classic (Jekyll and Hyde) to the contemporary (Incredible 
Hulk) but the pace and tension never really flag enough for 
it to matter. And the tension is never tacky. There are plenty 
of times when a hairy hand would elicit a cheap shock, but 
Russell restrains himself admirably. All in all a movie that is 
exciting, entertaining and substaritial. I can’t wait to see it 
again.
DONALD ROBERTSON
Excalibur
Director:
John Boorman
I came away from this 
movie slightly disappointed. 
If John Boorman had placed 
the story of Arthur in a more 
historical context, as Mary 
Stewart and T.H. White 
have done in literary form 
recently, instead of basing it 
holus-bolus in the medieval 
knights a-jousting mould I 
think he could have made a 
more affective film.
As it is, ‘Excalibur’ is a 
brief skim through Sir 
Thomas Malory’s ‘Le Morte 
D’Arthur’ with lots of action 
but very little depth. There’s 
nothing really new here — 
all the old favourites. Merlin, 
Guinevere, Lancelot, the 
Grail and of course, the 
sword in the stone are well 
to the fore and all are in the 
correct order with the pro­
per emphasis.
And with no new twists 
‘Excalibur’ doesn’t quite 
transcend previous a t­
tempts at the legend. Most 
destructively it calls to mind 
Monty Python’s ‘Holy Grail’, 
Every time a limb is hacked 
off (and there’s plenty of 
that) one cannot help recal­
ling the Knight guarding the 
ford, and the phrase, ‘It’s 
only a flesh wound’ casts an 
irreverent echo over the 
on-screen action.
But given its limitations, 
Excalibur is a lusty effort, 
with plenty of sex, swords 
and sorcery to keep the 
interest from flagging. The 
Irish countryside in which 
the film was shot is evoca­
tive of a bygone age and the 
battling and jousting do 
valiantly strive for realism.
I just get the feeling it 
could have been so much 
more.
DONALD ROBERTSON
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LATE NIGHT SCREENINGS
SAT. AUG. 15 & SAT. AUG. 22 AT 11 pm
FEDERICO FELLINI’S
THE CITY OF 
WOMEN (M )
FRI. AUG. 14 8 pm & SAT AUG 22 8 pm
ALLAN FRANCOVICH’S
ON COMPANY 
COSINESS (NRC)
SAT. AUG. 15 4.30 pm 4 SUN. AUG. 23 4.30 pm
JOHN CASSAVETES’
GLORIA (M)
THURS. AUG 20 8 pm — SUN. AUG. 23 8 pm
FRANCOIS TRUFFAUT’S
THE LAST 
METRO <NRC)
SAT. AUG. 15 8 pm — FRI. AUG. 21 8 pm
ALAIN RESNAIS’
MON ONCLE 
O'AMERIQOE ( n r o
SUN. AUG. 16 8 pm & MON. AUG. 17 8 pm
A FILM BY JOHN LOWENTHAL
THE TRIALS OF 
ALGER HISS ( n r o
SUN. AUG. 16 4.30 pm — SAT. AUG 22 4.30 pm
CONNIE FIELD’S
ROSIE THE 
RIVETER (NRC)
WEDNESDAY, AUG. 19 8 pm
ANDRZEJ WAJDA’S
MAN OF 
MARRLE (G)
TUESDAY, AUG. 18 8 pm
No N ukes’ 
knocks your 
socks off.”
— Rolling stone
BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN, JACKSON BROWNE 
CROSBY, STILLS AND NASH,
DOOBIE BROTHERS, JOHN HALL, 
BONNIE RAITT, GIL SCOTT-HERON, 
CARLY SIMON, JAMES TAYLOR,
THE E STREET BAND, JESSE COLIN YOUNG 
AND MANY MORE
IN MULTI TRACK STEREOPHONIC SOUND
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Paul Hughes, The Shreds. Pic. Eric Algra
THE UNITS,
THE SHREDS
TIVOLI HOTEL
The Units return to Adelaide 
from their exile. They are caught 
slightly in the middle, having left 
for Sydney before their potential 
popularity actualised, and not 
having worked in Sydney long 
enough to be known by more than 
a handful. Still, the move was 
necessary, their music is ready.
And so, a return for two shows, 
then back to Fat City. The first gig, 
the Union Hotel on Saturday night, 
shall remain anonymous. I was 
inside the front three rows, so I 
heard them play. Two steps back, 
and they sounded like a crazed 
dry-cleaning machine.
Sunday at the Tivoli is the next 
stop, and my whole weekend is 
hanging by a thread. Friday had 
been a wipe-out (literally), as 
Young Modern grappled and 
floundered in memory lane, and 
Saturday wasn’t too bad, but the 
atmosphere really was a trifle too 
dense.
On my arrival at the Tivoli I 
notice that the audience is healthy 
in numbers. Strange to have to go 
to Sydney for this to happen. The 
Units’ ‘sister’ band. The Shreds, 
are attacking and burning their 
way through a hazy mix. They 
cover Joy Division’s ‘Transmis­
sion’ magnificently, and It adds 
another facet to their many sided 
sound. The classics are there, 
‘Show Me Your Money’, ‘Hyp­
notised’, ‘Getting Some Reflec­
tion’, ‘I Hate You’ and nearly 
everyone’s paying attention. I 
wish those teeny-boppers in En­
gland hadn’t bastardised the word 
‘blitz’, because it is very good for 
describing the colour and energy 
of this music.
So The Shreds power on 
through their speedy, hectic even, 
but diverse impressions of rock 
and roll formulas. They head for 
the showers (the bar actually) 
after dynamiting ‘Shake Some 
Action’ for the ten thousandth 
time. Another set under their belts, 
they continue their evolution to­
wards becoming Adelaide’s only 
serious contenders.
The Units hit the boards, and for 
the next twenty three songs they 
don’t miss a beat, ‘You’re So 
Strange’ opens proceedings with 
three chord bliss, and Al Sheans 
extraordinary voice. The next four 
songs, ‘No Fault Of M ine’, 
‘Strange Town’, ‘Mind Out of 
Time’ and ‘Means To An End’ zing 
headlong into each other with no 
breathing space at all. The rhythm 
section, Johnny Erotica (formerly
Al Shean, The Units. Pic. Eric Algra
-  Vince Grittoli, drums) and Mark 
Cornwall (bass) seem as if they 
will not rest until the Tivoli’s ailing 
roof lies in rubble before them.
‘On The Outer’ eases the pace 
with a riveting off-beat rhythm, 
and positively soaring slide guitar 
from the motionless Cloudy Dae. 
Cornwall glares and spits out the 
lyrics, which I’m afraid may no 
longer deal solely with publicly 
funded FM radio stations.
At this stage the audience is 
responding aptly, and on through 
‘Diplomatic Immunity’ to a beaut­
iful and totally consuming version 
of ‘Down In The Boondocks’. I 
don’t think there are very many 
bands anywhere that have the 
vocal intelligence of The Units, 
and can put it into music of such 
energy (subtle and otherwise).
And on it goes, ‘Don’t Speak To 
Me’, ‘Baby You Flirt’ (the single). 
The Clash’s ‘Police On My Back’, 
‘Nobody Likes My Mind’, ‘Going 
Underground’, ‘Gotta Get Out Of 
This Place’ and so on. It IS 
incredible, but people are thinking 
about a break, about the bar.
And on it goes, ‘Take The Mad 
Away’, ‘When I Told You’, ‘Falling 
Apart’, ‘Death From Above’, 
people are coming back from the
bar, and the atmosphere is a* 
party. Al Shean patrols the stage 
looking authoritative, and playing 
impeccably. Cloudy still hasn’t 
moved, except to change guitars, 
and lets fly occasionally with some 
colourful rock and roll lead breaks. 
Cornwall looks reckless, but 
makes not an error (ever), and 
Johnny Erotica keeps time with 
determined finesse.
Don’t anybody get me wrong. 
This is not just idiotic thrash 
music. It’s well developed, intense 
and colourful rock and roll. It’s 
musical, intelligent, various and 
very energetic, it is also incredibly 
tight.
The set closes, after nearly an 
hour and a half, with ‘Grill Room’ 
(the B-side of the single) and 
lastly, ‘Ignorance Is Bliss’. The 
Units, exhausted, shamble off 
stage, but it’s not enough. For an 
encore, a couple of old favourite 
covers, their slamming ‘Shakin’ All 
Over’ and a superb rendition of 
Ray Brown’s ‘Fool, Fool, Fool’, but 
that’s not enough.
Out on stage again for ‘Lone­
some Train’, the roof falls down 
and it’s goodbye from them . . .
JOHN DOE
JAMES CHANCE AND LYDIA 
LUNCH LIVE ON TAPE
James Chance’s latest attempt at hitting the wide 
world market is a 59 minute live tape, recorded at the 
Peppermint Lounge and The 80’s, late 1980 early 
1981. It is a document indicative of the new music 
trend eminating from New York, and the boroughs.
This incarnation of the Contortions is the most 
professional sounding of Chance’s backing bands, 
but lacks the verve of the original group heard on the 
Eno produced compilation album NO NEW YORK of 
1978. The King of jazz-funk fusion, this punk has 
cleaned up his act. Exit musicians who had never 
played before and enter an accredited black troupe, 
guaranteed to make the “cool-school” lap up every 
long awaited note.
Despite the poor sound quality, the funky rhythm 
section lays a thumping base for precise guitar licks, 
the forceful trombone sound of Joe Bowie and 
Chance’s screeching alto sax.
At times repetitious, this tape is guaranteed to 
make the most serious of listeners get excited, if only 
by the groans of coloured girls getting hot. The 
material written by this modern guy will make you 
listen and then snigger at the subject matter. ‘I got
you, I feel good’, will insist that you try and dance; 
‘White Cannibal’ is compulsive. . .  and those g irls . . .  
oooh . . .  they sing better than James (sleazier than 
thou. I’ve done it all before), will ever hope to achieve.
His bands have transcended disco, making the 
most ardent punk-rocker run lemming-like to see him 
get down, and on occasions, knock-out, members of 
the audience.
Undoubtedly the front-man. Chance has recorded 
two other albums: BUY CONTORTIONS, and 
JAMES WHITE AND THE BLACKS.
Despite his affinity with James Brown, this effort 
sounds more like The Mothers of Invention on a bad 
night, and it costs $8.00, plus postage from ROIR. 
(pronouced ‘Roar’!).
Out of the original Contortions have come New 
York’s best bands of the moment. The slashing, slide 
guitar style of Pat Place has made her unique and 
distinct. Teamed with pulsating rhythm section, (Dee 
Pop and Laura Kennedy), and vocals by Cynthia 
Sley, they make up the rhythm and paranoia clan, 
BUSH TETRAS. They currently have 2 singles out on 
99 records: ‘Too Many Creeps’ and ‘Boom’, and 
perform ‘Cold Turkey’ on the Stiff compilation album 
' LEARN TO SWIM recorded live at London’s Rainbow 
Theatre, early this year. Also on this album are The 
Bongos, the D’Bs, Pylon and an instrumental band 
called The Raybeats. Clad in uniforms, the ’beats are 
Donny Christiansen (drums), Jody Harris (guitar), 
Pat Irwin (sax and guitar) and replacing George 
Scott, Danny Amis (bass). The band have .a surf 
sound and an EP released by Beggar’s Banquet, 
called ROPING WILD BEARS (available on import.) 
Place, Harris, Christiansen, Scott and Adele Bertei 
made the original Contortions. With DNA, Teenage 
Jesus and the Jerks, Mars and a few other relatively
unpopular bands came No Wave. DNA is my 
favourite band in the world. Mars disappeared. Adele 
Bertei is lead singer of the Heart and Soul/Rhythm 
and Blues all-girl band ‘The Bloods’; and then there is 
Lydia.
Tragedy struck New York on August 6,1980 when 
bassist George Scott III died. He played with, apart 
from the Contortions and the Raybeats, John Cale, 
but his best efforts are easily recognisable on another 
tape release by ROIR: 8 Eyed Spy, Live.
This band features the lusting, screaming, tortured 
voice and lyrics of cult heroine Lydia Lunch. She is 
the sultry-seductress musician also on NO NEW 
YORK as a member of Teenage Jesus and the Jerks. 
Lydia plays guitar on one of Chance’s albums and 
has a solo record QUEEN OF SIAM on which Voidoid 
Robert Quine plays. She has had other bands, Beirut 
Slump (pre-Eyes) and The Devil Dogs (post-Eyed), 
and is currently residing in L.A. attempting to get 
together a psychedelic band after writing a pornog­
raphic novel.
8 Eyed Spy have to be heard to be believed. Fellow 
slumpian/dog, Jim Sclavunos’ drumming is tribal, 
impulsive; guitarists do whatever the Hell they want 
to, encompassing all kinds of influences and the lead 
guitar bass playing of George Scott is fantastic. The 
whole fucking band is fantastic! You WILL learn to 
LOVE those tormented vocals. Revel in the ease that 
you slip into their totally new and compelling sound. 
Wish you had more imagination than even THEY 
inspire. Think about how Lydia Lunch would look. 
The colour of her lipstick, and soak. Writhe in 
compassion for this desperately urgent band that 
didn’t last for you to see them. I did. ‘Diddy Wha 
Diddy’ will kill you.
CINDY SOX
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The Frontier Touring Co. Presents:
THE DESTROYER DOWN UNDER
&THE
u
August
20 16’Sailing Club, Belmont
21 Capital Tneatre, Sydney
22 Brisbane Cloudlands
23 Playroom, Surfers Paradise
24 Lismore Italian-Australian Club 
26 Wollongong Leagues
28 Canberra,Jamison Inn 
30 Palais Theatre, Melbourne 
September
1 Hobart, Granada, Tavern 
3 Adelaide, Thebarton Town Hall 
6 Perth, Nookenburra Hotel
U
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Kirsty MacColl:
‘There’s a Guy Works Down The Chip Shop 
Swears He’s Elvis’
(Polygram)
Title of the month, obviously. But also 
single of the month (so far). Two versions -  a 
chunky rockabilly one (not half bad) and a 
teary, heart-rending country one (wi’ pedal 
steel an’ a’that.) Co-writers Kirsty and (living 
legend) Phillip Rambow (check Ellen Foley’s 
‘Nightout’) prove there is life after death. 
Talking of which . . .
Jona Lewie:
‘Louise’
(Stiff 10")
His best single to date, and, by God, he’s 
had some absolute corkers! Ultra-weird and 
ultra commercial all mixed into one. The man 
is a genius! BIG bass riff all the way through 
trumpets, synthesizers to female falsetto all 
held together by Lewie’s dark brown echo of 
a voice. Play it AGAIN!
Moscos and Stone:
7 Wanna Sing With The Rolling Stones’ 
(C.B.S.)
Well, now’s your chance boys.
The Rollers:
‘Life On The Radio’
(C.B.S.)
Come on, have a guess. Who do you think 
they sound like now? Cos, yes, it’s them! The 
old Bay City mob. Oh, come on, you’re not 
trying! I’ll give you a hint: remember Midge 
Ure used to be in Slik? yes! yes! yes! they’re a 
pop Ultravox! And not content with giving 
tartan a bad name last time around, they 
have the temerity to massacre the bagpipes 
on this! Lowlanders!
o t l ie iL
The Quick:
‘Young Men Drive Fast’
(C.B.S.)
With the handbrake on and the garage 
door closed, PLEASE!
MEO 245:
‘Other Places’
(Mushroom)
Not as bold and brassy as the non-hit 
‘Marching Feet’ (shame, shame!), but very 
catchy in its own muted way. The moody 
MEO’s still have some things to unlearn, but 
once they’ve bashed down a few more bar­
riers, they’ll be just fine.
Doll By Doll:
‘Main Travelled Roads’
(Magnet)
Not at all what I expected. These guys 
were ZigZag’s heroes of the month last year 
some time, and I had this vision of a sort of 
urban guerilla/barricade burning bunch of 
social commentators. Not so! This is melodic 
and moving and really rather delightfully 
whimsical. Sort of like Roy Harper at his best 
-  you know, sort of English and grand without 
all the bullshit. Excellent.
Toyah:
7 Want Be Free’
(Polygram)
Admirable sentiments executed with lots of 
pomp and overblown dramatics. Rebellion 
with strings? Isn’t that rather a contradiction 
in terms? Could be a brilliant contra- 
juxtaposition of form and lyric or it could be 
the theatre set moving into punk rock -  a sure 
sign that the thing has been dead for at least 
three years. I don’t hate it -  I’ve just got this 
feeling that I’m going to in about a month’s 
time.
Randy Crawford:
‘You Might Need Somebody’
(WEA)
Classy, slickful soul. Candlelight stuff, 
head in hands stuff.
Junco Partners:
‘Tall Windows’
(Energy)
Another case of super-sax propping up a 
pretty average song. O.K. so I was wrong 
about Men At Work. I’m only human.
Manning/Taylor Band:
‘Spring Hill’
(Full Moon)
Hey, this ain’t bad y’know! Although it 
sounds real old (circa 1974) there’s a lot of 
energy in these grooves and both particip­
ants give ample proof that they can still cut it 
when it counts. A pleasant surprise.
Tommy James:
‘You’re So Easy To Love’ 
(RCA)
Schmaltz.
The Inmates:
‘Heartbeat’
(Radar)
That dirty r’n’b stufLdone properly. Have to 
admit I do still love the sound of broken glass, 
which is what this conjures up.
The Sports:
‘When We Go Out Tonight’
(Mushroom)
What’s with the bizzaro cover boys? 
Sports still sound fractured to me -  going in 
too many different directions at once. I can’t 
really see this appealing to anyone really. 
Sort of too hip for the straights and too 
straight for the hips, if you get my drift. Sports 
haven’t quite achieved a new synthesis -  but 
watch out if they do.
The Jam:
‘Funeral Pyre’
(Polygram)
Thank God! I thought I was down to the 
dross already, then 1 discovered the next few 
goodies lurking in the album rack. ‘Funeral 
Pyre is exactly the brash clattering exciting 
sound that I need to reassure me that the fifty 
odd pieces of vinyl dreck littering the office is 
NOT the state of rock’n’roll 1981. It’s a con­
tinuing mystery to most Jam fans that the 
band are not the suburban success they 
should be. I reckon they’re too strong for ’em! 
Another step in their career of continuing ex­
cellence.
The Beat:
‘Drowning’
(Go-Feet)
More a UB40 groove than a frantic ska 
rush, cool and sinuous and closer to dub than 
any previous single. Get the album.
Loverboy:
‘The Kid Is Hot Tonite’
(C.B.S.)
With a can of petrol and a box of matches 
this could all be true.
Enigma:
‘Ain’t No Stoppin’
(Junction)
Disco’s Greatest Hits in memory jogging 
form, no depth, no substance just a quick 
waltz across the frontal lobe. The aural equi­
valent of fast food.
Grace Jones:
‘Pull Up To The Bumper’
(Island)
Sexual funk, with a beat like a slithering 
snake, a sound that brims and bubbles, 
burns and taunts, teases and tears. An ex­
perience you will never forget.
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The Reels;
‘Quasimodo’s Dream’
(Mercury)
Designed specifically for those who bought 
all the Reels singles, didn’t buy the album, 
cos they were all on there anyway (well most) 
and who missed out on this outstanding 
song. Because QD is a stunner, nothing short 
of brilliant. Now all they have to do is release 
‘Kitchen Man’ and all you singles aficionado’s 
will be happy, right? Come on Dave.
Scarlett Von Vollenmann:
‘Ventilation ’
(R.C.A.)
No , I’ve never heard of her either, but this 
is a bright and quirky little outing. Good voc­
als, lots of effects, catchy beat and worth at 
least a listen.
Jonathon Coleman: 
‘You Are What You Eat’ 
(Luxury)
Weak.
Stevie Nicks/Tom Petty and the 
Heartbreakers:
‘Stop Draggin’ My Heart Around’
(WEA)
Sounds exactly like you expect it to -  which 
ain’t necessarily BAD y’understand -  just in­
evitable. If you think you’d like it, you 
probably will. I think I’d’ve preferred to hear it 
without Stevie, but that’s just personal pre­
judice. And there’s nowt wrong with that, 
Humphrey.
The Elks:
‘Party Girl’
(Parole)
I’d have to be very drunk to get into this, 
squire.
The Models:
‘Cut Lunch’
(Mushroom Medium Play)
Six slices of Models mutated marvyness. 
All the way from an out and out pop song 
‘Atlantic Romantic’ (so catchy, commercial 
and cute that even the Reels would be proud 
to call it their own) to the unformed writhings 
of ‘Germ’.
But it’s ‘Two Cabs to The Toucan’ which 
opens proceedings, and for all non-Adelaide 
residents I should point out at this point that 
the Toucan is the place you go after 
everywhere else is closed in Adelaide. When 
a band came over from the east, odds were 
better than even that they’d spent some time 
there. And ‘Two Cabs . . . ’ really evokes that 
late night/early morning edge, when you 
know you can’t possibly go home to bed, and 
you’ve gotta find somewhere to go and hang 
out with all the other rock’n’roll insomniacs 
with money. Sean Kelly doesn’t so much sing 
as generates a vocal sound, from which odd 
fragments of sentences can be distin­
guished. But the chorus rings through and 
Andrew Duffield’s unlying melody is fluid and 
strong. ‘Germ’ follows and then the abso­
lutely stunning ‘Atlantic Romantic’, just so 
good, and then -  we’re at the end of side one! 
Novel!
‘Unfaithful to the Core’ is bass player Mark 
Ferrie’s contribution. It’s an odd diversion, 
with the emphasis on odd. But ‘Man O’Action’ 
is just great, all shadows and hidden 
strength. Keyboard and guitar spark over the 
jagged edge of the bass and drum and Kelly’s 
vocal is clear and suitably direct.
And last track already, jeez, these M.P.’s 
are a breeze to review! ‘Cut Lunch’ and from 
Kelly’s vocals perhaps he’s talking about his 
tongue. This is supposed to be about ‘hand 
relief but you’d never know. Once again 
though interesting musical meanderings.
All up, a triffic idea, and a worthy bridge for 
the Models as we await their new U.K. re­
cordings.
DONALD ROBERTSON
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Echo & The Bunnymen 
Heaven Up Here 
Korova/WEA)
With a name like Echo and the 
Bunnymen (which actually should be 
reduced to the Bunnymen now that Echo 
has been ‘sacked’ — his version is that 
he left to pursue a solo career — and 
replaced by drummer Peter de Freitas) 
you might be expecting some fairly silly 
music, but, like Joy Division, the Bunny­
men come on with such intensity of 
Durpose that they demand to be taken 
seriously.
‘Heaven Up Here’ is the second album for 
the four-piece (lead, rhythm, bass guitars & 
drums) Bunnymen, with all songs written by 
the band. If picturesque covers are anything 
to go by, this album should be a winner — a 
colour shot in various shades of blue with 
silhouettes of the band watching seagulls in 
flight. Too pretty for rock’n’roll? The back 
cover, depicting the same scene, this time 
with the band missing is inscribed ‘Set sail in 
those Turquoise Days’ — a line from 
Turquoise Days’ which is the most signific­
ant piece of work on the album. This is where 
Echo and the Bunnymen (because Echo 
reappears here) sound most hauntingly like 
the Doors, something they’re often accused 
of doing.
What attracted me to this album initially 
was some fine guitar playing by Will Sergeant 
and Ian McCulloch. McCulloch’s vocals are a 
bit hard to take at times, and have the 
disturbing effect of making the songs sound 
all the same, which is a pity because ‘Heaven 
Up There’ contains some great songs. 
Surprisingly, the title track is not one of them. 
However, the album opens strongly with 
‘Show of Strength’ which is held together by a 
simple but effective guitar riff. ‘With a Hip’ and 
‘Over The Wall’ follow, the latter unveiling 
some thinly disguised hints that the band are 
treading some of the ground as Joy Division, 
although they don’t leave the same aftertaste 
of such intense depression. By this time 
nearly all that is going to be said on side one 
has been, and ‘It Was A Pleasure’ and ‘A 
Promise’ follow without adding or subtracting 
much from the overall picture.
The title track opens side two, by which 
time a dreadful feeling of monotony is 
beginning to creep in. Fortunately this is 
saved by the next, rather short, track ‘My 
Life’s The Disease’ in which McCulloch again 
sounds like some reincarnation of Jim 
Morrison. The lyric, distinguishable at last, is 
not quite as horrendous as the title might 
suggest:
“ My life’s the disease/that could always
change/with corriparative ease/just given
the chance.”
Having now established that side two is not 
going to be just a hollow echo (sorry!) of side 
one, this is followed by the beautiful All My 
Colours, with the band now SOUNDING too 
pretty for rock’n’roll. ‘No Dark Things’ re­
establishes some contact with side one in 
time for ‘Turquoise Days’. ‘All I Want’ 
concludes the side on a rather high note, 
despite its predictable chorus.
I still remain attracted to this album, 
although that attraction is not totally unqual­
ified. It is for voices like McCulloch’s that lyric 
sheets were invented, and one would have 
helped in this case for a more immediate 
understanding of the songs. But then I 
suspect it is the mood and atmosphere 
created by the music and by the sound of the 
words that carry this album anyway.
ADRIAN MILLER
Rick Wakeman 
‘ 1984 ’
Polygram
Amidst rumours of new supergroups 
and while his former Yes-mates were 
“ Bugglizing” or squeaking their way out 
of the collective popular consciousness, 
Rick Wakeman stayed quiet, did a 
low-key tour of England then disap­
peared with lyricist Tim Rice and the 
usual cast of thousands to hatch this 
album.
And it’s fabulous, really. If he’d made it a 
double set, it would have made a neato stage 
epic, maybe even becoming the next EVITA.
Perhaps Rick should persue this angle in 
future as he’s not exactly expanding any 
boundaries by dealing in this sort of crap.
Musically, 1984 is mostly pomp and 
circumstance, and little substance. Wake- 
man’s writing and arranging styles have 
changed little since the bygone days of 
JOURNEY or KING ARTHUR and he still 
smothers everything in thick layers of 
pseudo-orchestral garbage instead of utilis­
ing more of the technology at his disposal. By 
soloing most cohesively on organ or piano, 
he shows that he hasn’t really come to terms 
with the electronic cage that he’s built around 
himself. On paper the choice of singers is at 
least interesting, but Chaka Khan’s "Julia” is 
merely "Don’t Cry For Me, Argentina” under 
an assumed name; Jon Anderson’s "The
Hymn” sounds like someone stole one of his 
more obvious melodies, added some of his 
more insipid words, then made him sing the 
result; and Steve Harley’s "No Name” is 
even more forgettable than the rest of the 
album. .
It would seem that in order to function most 
effectively, Wakeman needs to be controlled 
within a strong framework like Yes, because 
left alone his limitations become very obvi­
ous. All this is unfortunate because I like 
Wakeman’s work with Yes and snippets of 
his solo offerings but the best I can say about 
him on 1984 is at least he does this sort of 
thing with more flash than the dire Alan 
> Parsons Project.
RUTHVEN MARTINUS
Ph.D.
Ph.D.
(W.E.A.).
A band called Ph.D., I’ve been intimidated. By any 
standard one could not call this an ordinary Docto­
rate, for the letters stand for Polythemus (many 
themes), Hymas, Diamond. M ister Hymas and 
Diamond have such things as Basendorfer Grand, 
Fender Rhodes, Prophet V, The Wasp, and composi­
tion following their names. Are we insignificant or are 
we insignificant?
Our solidarity in good taste is unharmed dear readers, for 
these starlets are killed by their own middle class preten­
tions. They sound like Deep Purple in their quieter mo­
ments warbling Jackson Browne .. .  “Oh I’ve been taken to 
the limit. Oh rve seen the Hollywood sign, oh I’ve been 
taken to the limit, taken to the limit, one too many times.”
Classification: Boutique pop starts who keep tax lawyers 
and accountants in employment, the latter two people be­
longing to the Record Company of course.
TOBY CLUECHAZ
Yoko Ono:
Season of Glass 
(Geffen).
Presumption would deem an emotional eight ban 
album. Not so. Yoko Ono stridently moves with 
evocative realism, away from the valley of darkness 
where lesser mortals would hide. No George Harri­
son Tin Pan Alley sentiment here. Only fourteen 
songs that relivb and forge ahead.
Phil Spector injects the warranted sparseness of produc­
tion with mood. Most of the songs move as wisps of countiy 
air, leaving the words sombre, deep, loving. Ono’s voice is 
steeped in religious incantation, concentration. How can 
anybody treat this voice as a joke, especially when people 
choke over Nice’s incoherence? This recording succeeds 
by the weight of the lyrics and the delivery, the music needs 
only to be wallpaper.
Sean Ono Lennon appears briefly on side one, he tries to 
recite A Little S t ^  his father used to tell him. One of the 
two up tempo sdhgs appear on side one also. ‘Dogtown’, 
rips the psychotic New York underbelly w ith . . .  “The 
town’s yawning, I let my dog walk me around, he took a shot 
and people smiled, I tried the same and people frowned. 
Yes it’s a dog, dogtown.” Earl Slick gives an appropriate 
guitar reading on the assassination song '/ Don’t Know 
Why’. By the end of this song Yoko is feeling the strain, she 
lets go with “Bastards! We had everything.” A prayer fit­
tingly closes the disc.
A wailing widow is not evident. Women will treasure the 
album, men will brush over it, being the emotional pygmies 
we are.
TOBY CLUECHAZ.
Jean-Michei Jarre 
Magnetic Fields 
Polydor
“ The m usic of the 
p lane ta ry v illage  Is 
bo rn .’ ’ says the liner 
blurb. If that’s the case, 
then Jarre must see the 
inhabitants of that village 
requiring music only as a 
thin aural backdrop that 
won’t disturb them as 
they read g lossy 
m agazines or pulp 
novels. On the whole his 
concoction is lush (as in 
slush) and wafty, the sort 
of th ing Tangerine 
Dream would do on an 
off day, mixed with sub- 
Floydian sound effects 
planes whooshing from 
speaker to speaker, as­
sorted knockings and 
mumbles, that sort of 
thing. At times he gets off 
his electronic bum and 
moves but the tones and 
melodies tinkle and waft 
when they should bite 
and twist.
While Brian Eno makes 
aural wallpaper that you can 
touch if you want. Yellow 
Magic Orchestra bridge so 
many gaps it’s laughable 
and even the previously 
mentioned T.D. have work 
that snaps and bites, Jarre 
is so out of touch, it’s scary, 
mean, people are going to 
buy this pap — 6 million 
bought his first two — and 
consider it to be state-of 
the-art. If you think Jarre 
should be taken seriously, 
then you certainly can’t be.
RUTHVEN MARTINUS
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The Scars 
Author! Author!
(Pre)
Just as Echo and The Bunnymen 
were the dahlings of the English rock set 
last year so The Scars are the transient 
ones for at least the top half of this year. 
Ripping and roaring within the once 
pallid portals of rock The Scars rejuve­
nate areas of the genre once thought of 
as unsalvageable. Their roaring sweet 
tones serve notice to a community worn 
out with postures old and rank that there 
really is something left in that tired old 
behemoth, rock.
So pull out the plugs, flip open the eyes and 
get ready to race down into streaming 
corridors of florrid watercolours and hard 
edged guitar lashes. Not so much extending 
boundaries as running hard along their rims.
‘Author, Author’ opens with ‘Leave Me in 
Autumn’ and ‘Fear of the Dark’ , both of which 
are burning soul (initiated) torches that flare 
and moan in and out of the eyes. Both tracks 
feature searing punctuated drum attacks 
remarkable both for their beat and their 
economical display of percussion. Other 
loosely persuasive instrumental runs slither 
their way through the songs.
Lonesome guitar streaks wash down the 
dirty windows of ‘Aquaram’s ’ car, forming 
transparent paths where a lusting haunting 
slips out and merges into the traffic. A quiet 
thing. A strong thing. A thing of influence that 
welds and washes its way solemnly yet 
angrily through slipshod emotional facades 
and sharp atmospheric grains that cross and 
buckle. Nearer an anthem than an utterance 
in parts but still the burgeoning/fading of an 
intensity rippling with loathing and tears. 
These guitars cripple and seduce. It’s all got 
something to do with a smart displacement of 
force.
‘David’ and ‘Obsessions’ both exhibit a 
soul feel that is common to the output of 
fellow countrymen, The Associates. This is 
only an odd thing though, as most of the 
material is a genuine flirtation of raucous 
passion with standard rock forms. Where 
originality stems from is their positioning and 
building of these forms.
Over and into such a floozy romantic air. 
Electric and wired but all heart and soul in its 
transcription through to music. ‘Everywhere i 
Go’ delves with a casual sincerity into some 
forlorn relationship. A love song of pointed 
flows and trickling runs, simple guitar strokes 
and vocal insights.
‘The Lady In The Car’ is a different matter. 
It joins smashing riffs, vocal lyricisms and 
blatent drum rumbles together in a par­
titioned wall of worth. It holds the humble but 
persuasive sense of fear within its grip that 
‘Your Attention Please’ tries so hard to 
achieve. ‘Your Attention Please’ is a melod­
ramatic stab at promoting nuclear fear and 
awareness of the dreaded plutonium. Very 
worthy I’m sure. Only thing is it’s all a mock 
heroic bluster that neither unnerves nor 
stimulates. This isn’t an investigation, this is a 
passing of the buck, a delaying of accepting a 
responsibility which they awkwardly took on.
Neither innocuous nor disarming is ‘All 
About You’. It’s an ambivalently textured tune 
that, while stimulating in a relaxing, floating 
way, shows neither a great knowledge of its 
own strengths nor a pronounced belief in 
honouring the more energetic regions of its 
known heart. In contrast ‘Je T’alme C’est La 
Mort’, is a trickle of hope, a shocking crystal 
of splintered musical syntax. This song is a 
shot in the arm, the height of The Scars acid 
tinged soul(ish) rock. Biased vocals, under­
cutting guitar chords, bass/drum contrasts — 
all iced with fluorescent touches from each 
instrument. It touches even the most difficult 
to reach corners of the heart.
The key, the most unique feature of The 
Scars is their knowledge of rock’s dynamics. 
Sometimes a steady quiet flow that pulses 
insinuatingly along then a nerve severing 
crashing to a climax of melodic propulsion 
that drives and drives harder and harder. 
Rock with soul. This band hurts.
CRAIG N. PEARCE
Cabaret Voltaire 
“The Voice of America” 
(GAP/Rough Trade)
Well folks, its splintered montage and 
the old asthmatic drum machine again, 
but if it’s any excuse, C.V. and dear ol' 
Throbbing Gristle did start the whole late 
70’s revival of late 40’s ‘avante-gard’ 
doodlings. “ Voice of America” is actually 
not that bad, in fact if you’re in the right 
mood, it can be abrasively therapeutic. 
Lots of delightful tape looping, bent 
noise and skeletal rhythmic patterns.
I know I’ve probably lost 90% of your 
collective attention, but even these more 
obscure discs deserve at least a passing 
mention, a tip of the hat and some sort of 
opinion. So to that end, “Voice of America” 
like many ‘experimental’ attempts of late, 
does little by way of real frontier breaking, 
and sadly, further entrenches the jagged 
edge of R’n’R related aural disturbances in 
the obscurist rut so many mainstream minds 
presume it must remain in — distant, grey 
and lifeless.
There are a.few more enticing, but not to 
say accessible moments in the title track, a 
pre-concert security speech, and ‘‘This is 
Entertainment", but even on its own terms 
the bulk of content is forgettable and the 
structures outdated. As much as this crea­
ture almost captures the attention, if C.V. and 
the like don’t haul arse up ahead of the herd, 
they’ll find themselves not wings as they 
might like to think, but merely left behind.
TYRONE FLEX
Landscape
“ From the tea-rooms of Mars 
. . .  to the hell-holes of Uranus” 
(RCA)
Sometimes it’s difficult to explain 
why some records leave you with a 
vacuous a fte rtaste . You know the 
ones, a few O.K. patches, but a tonne 
of hard-to-pinpoint failures, their bulk 
straddling the grey-blank area bet­
ween mediocre and innocuous. One 
could call th is  s tu ff sou l-less, but 
maybe it’s just too much deodorant 
and too little gut reaction.
As ,for the specific bits of this particular 
underarm, “Einstein a go-go” is a reason­
able single, but like the album title, a cute 
line with nothing to say. More music for 
young Americans and Middle Of the Road 
sophisticates everywhere. “ European 
Man” follows a similar formula of cliches 
and misconceptions, and in the light of 
Ultravox’s pretentious teetering, should fool 
very few. The rest of side one floats or 
bounces ineffectually by — hollow style 
with little synthesis to bring old ideas into 
new alignment. And as for “The Face of 
the 80’s” , these guys must be joking.
So to side two, which apart from the 
aforementioned single, is even limper than 
that which limped before. A 50’s- 
sch izophren ic -N orm an-becom es-h i s- 
mother narrative is bad enough, but the 
worst surfaces in the title piece. The sub­
titles of this slab of ‘electronic’ 60/40 trite­
ness are a dead give-away. “Beguine”, 
‘‘Mambo” and “Tango” may be groovy in 
some circles but it all sounds pretty silly to 
me. Cute electronic burblings do not es- 
cuse pseudo-artistic irrelevance.
There are extreme temptations these 
days to slump into one of the many 
techno-holes created in the wake of in­
spired developments, and I’m afraid Land­
scape come out as ever so respectable 
dung beetles churning over the old camel 
poop.
TYRONE FLEX
Ken Lockie 
The Impossible 
Virgin
Heralding a new Virgin release in 
which Cowboy International Ken Lockie
attempts The Impossible and damn near 
pulls it off. This is an album which leaps 
out at you disarmingly from every corner 
to impress upon you many fresh and 
interesting sounds, without ever allow­
ing you the comfort of sitting smugly 
back and categorizing it as a great 
album.
On first listening only a small handful of 
songs really stand out — the Gary Glitter 
meets Bryan Ferry ‘Dance House’ which 
could/should/would be a great disco hit, the 
synthetic rockabilly sound of ‘Footsteps’ and 
another raging dance number, ‘Twisting’, 
which features a hefty drum beat, strong sax, 
and some manic guitar playing which from 
the coding system on the sleeve appears to 
be credited to Stevie Shears, but which I 
suspect may have been provided by ex- 
Magazine guitarist John McGeogh, who also 
appears on the album. This is made all the 
more credible by the fact that Nash the Slash 
is listed as playing violin on side one track 
one, but doesn’t actually put in an- appear­
ance until side two track one. These three 
songs all appear on side one, along with two 
ballads, the Theme of the Impossible, and 
the incredibly Reels-ish ‘Under My Skin’, with 
its wispy melody underpinned by quirky 
keyboards: which when added together 
makesfor a side of listening bordering on the 
great.
Expectations are high for side two then, 
but, disappointingly at first, side two appears 
to be just more of the same, and the listener is 
beginning to think that the album overall is a 
bit lightweight. Certainly it is difficult to listen 
to the whole album in one sitting without 
inwardly screaming for something a touch 
more traditional.
But after listening to side two a few times 
on its own it begins to stand up on its own, 
particularly the rather commercial ‘Puppet’ 
and ‘Too Much & Too Little’.
Back to the artiste himself — Ken Lockie, 
apart from having written all tracks and 
providing all lead vocals, is also responsible 
for saxophones and piano synthetics, both of 
which are featured in nearly every track, and 
it is these two areas which provide the main 
sources of interest here. Can’t help thinking 
after listening to this that the sax is a much 
under-explored instrument in this type of 
music.
As I said, it’s probably not the greatest 
album to roll off the presses, but I found it a 
. refreshing change. Grab a quick listen before 
it fades into obscurity.
ADRIAN MILLER
Plastics
“ Welcome Back”
(Island)
Plastics are a young 5 piece combo 
from Japan. They play simple Pop a la 
Tokyo, but, for w hatever ‘p o lit ica l’ 
reasons, have recorded this their first 
album in the Bahamas with reggae 
producer, A lex Sadkin. “ Welcome 
Back” is bouncy but a little underde­
veloped and flat, although its openness 
can grow on you. after appropriate 
replaying. It shows potential worth de­
veloping.
“ Welcome Back” is a pen-pal letter. It is a 
small window into the concrete roots of 
Japanese ‘youth culture’. It uses so many 
influences and references, yet looks at itself 
in a classic oblique fashion — a take-it-or- 
leave-it affair in contrast to our usual Pop 
pandering. Here are attitudes that reach out, 
yet are isolated, and voices with an industrial 
bias that warps seemingly simple communi­
cation.
Plastics are ‘traditional’ popsters, directly 
substituting the latest in Roland drum 
machines for a drum kit. The arrangements 
are straightforward guitar, keyboards, bass 
(or bass synth.) and a choice of male or 
chirpy female vocals. Everthing’s quite neat 
and well structured, but “Park” stands out 
with more atmosphere and sentiments that 
ring clear for all ultra-urbanites.
“ Welcome Back” will not cause huge 
waves on the international pulp exchange 
but it does hold strong potential, coming from 
a populace that is currently viewed as a 
‘consumer’ more than a ‘producer’.
TYRONE FLEX
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RICKIE
LEE
PIRATES
Rickie Lee Jones
Pirates
(WEA)
A Rickie Lee Jones album. I might 
have to borrow Cluechaz’ handcuffs for 
this one. It’s filled with all that heartache 
and soft sadness that typifies this girl’s 
schtick, and it’s damn fine if you like your 
records to sound like this. I certainly like 
my Rickie Lee Jones albums this way.
Rickie Lee Jones is a beautiful songwriter, 
and in many ways like a very female 
Springsteen, or the type of person old Bruce 
might write a song about. She certainly isn’t 
afraid to make contrasting changes within a 
song, in order to bring out the most from even 
particular lines or verses. The songs evolve 
within themselves, sometimes rising, and 
sometimes falling and fading to the very 
sparsest, quietest tragic endings.
These songs come so much from the 
heart, and they have the nerve to put the poor 
girl on stage amongst mock New York City 
street settings. She can be doubted, stuff this 
tragic could easily be, but it’s hard for me.
More jazzy songs from the streets. Tales, 
stories of people, happy and sad (mostly 
sad). The album starts, quiet and down, with 
‘We Belong Together’ and ‘Living It Up’, 
where she sings thinly poems of people, who 
“speak fluently blonde’’, and wear their best 
friend “ like a switchblade on a chain around 
your neck” . Poetic images that portray down 
to absolute desolation in ‘Skeletons’, before 
tapping and bopping into a happy smile in 
‘Woody And Dutch On The Slow Train to 
Peking’, where:
“ Dutch took ’em on the slow train to 
Peking on La Brea Avenue 
To find the Stax and Sun 
They was reaching to get to 
They was a rapping the fat scat 
Diamond dialectos of points and taps 
Between the chicken and the back 
They drew-themselves a be-bop midnight 
map
They said “do you got a map the next 
joint?” “do you got a map the next joint?” ” 
On to the brassy, rhythmic title track, which 
is subtitled ‘So Long Lonely Avenue! It drops 
into sad beauty for the ‘so long . . .’ chorus, 
with strings even, and then leaps back into 
cheerful, snappy brass backed verses.
This is followed by the simple poetry of ‘A 
Lucky Guy’, and Rickie Lee Jones’ caressing 
delivery, her own harmony backing vocals, 
and the simplest of piano/bass/hi-hat 
background. ‘Traces Of The Western Slopes’ 
moves on similarly with some sweet rh^hm 
emphasis.
“ I lied to my angel so I could take you 
downtown
I’d lie to anybody there was nobody else 
around
And I know what people say about me 
But I lied to my angel and now he can’t find 
me.”
Finally, ‘The Returns’ starts so quiet you 
prick your ears right up, and she virtually 
whispers the verse about all things “who’ll 
turn your memories back into dreams again” .
I don’t care how new romantic you get, 
there will, hopefully, always be some things 
that come from the heart.
JOHN DOE
Lee Dorsey
Everything Gonh be Funky 
(Charly, distributed by Musicland)
sixties soul king of New Orleans and 
together they comprise the very best of a 
seven year collaboration between Allen 
Toussaint, one of the geniuses of 
modern American music, and the wry 
ex-boxer who interpreted his ambiguous 
good time music like no one else ever 
has.
New Orleans soul and r’n’b is strange, 
slippery, stuff; no matter where you pick up 
on it, whether it be with Little Richard or the 
seventies swamp funk of the Meters or Dr. 
John, it connects back into the city’s history 
(and across the Caribbean to Jamaica) like 
no other American regional music, the vital 
elements being the insinuating “second line” 
beat of its brilliant rhythm sections and the 
Louisianan French street phrases that so 
often recur in its lyrics. But you don’t have to 
know your Huey “ Piano” Smith from your 
Zigaboo Modeliste to enjoy Lee Dorsey. This 
is music for the world — not enormously- 
popular in its time, even if it was a staple of 
sixties disco — and its humour, funk and 
emotion ensure it will never date.
And while most of these songs, which 
include the faultless groove of “Working In 
The Coal Mine” ,“ Ride Your Pony” and “Ya 
Ya” (recorded by John Lennon) have been 
done to death on stage and vinyl by everyone 
from Geno Washington, The Jam, and The 
Band to a thousand sixties hacks, the 
originals still bum with a colourful glow. What 
gave Dorsey his edge was the innate wit and 
resonance of his delivery; as English critic 
Giovanni Dadomo once said of him, he 
wasn’t “one of those loosen your collar and 
sweat niggers like Otis and wicked Wilson 
. . .  the man had style. And humour.”
Those attributes are here on classics from 
the mid sixties like “ Holy Cow” and “ Can You 
Hear Me” , but Dorsey also stretches out in a 
more strictly soulful manner on songs from 
later in the decade like “On Your Way Down” 
(recorded also by Little Feat, the white band 
who’ve studied most diligently at the Tous­
saint school of funk) and the haunting 
“ Freedom For The Stallion” , a mysterious, 
yearning ballad with as many metaphors as 
you care to read into it concerning black 
experience.
New Orleans fanatics might argue that this 
isn’t the definitive Dorsey compilation, and its 
true a couple of curiosities, including 
“ Mexico” , a strange little song with a rhythm 
that’s nothing less than reggae before it was 
heard of in the USA, are missing from the 
album. Also absent are the prime tracks from 
the Yes We Can Can album of 1969; the title 
track and “Sneaking Sally Through The 
Alley” were hits for the Pointer Sisters and 
Robert Palmer respectively — presumably 
Charly couldn’t score the rights to the Dorsey 
versions, but who’s to worry. Hardly anything 
on this album is disposable, and every song 
is decorated with slinky, stone Crescent City 
rhythms and intricate horn arrangements, 
with the bonuses of Toussaint’s rippling 
piano and feels that are guaranteed to uplift.
This album is hip, danceable and every­
thing else soul should be; timeless music you 
should rush to acquire and at the same time 
be thankful, as Joe Strummer says, that 
somebody cares enough to make it available.
ADRIAN RYAN
David Johansen 
Here Comes The Night 
(Epic)
“ RIDE YOUR PONY! YELLS LEE DORSEY FROM 
THE TAPE MACHINE INSIDE THE RUBBISH BIN 
. . .  I’D PUT HIM THERE, SEE, TO HEAR THE BASS 
SOUND A BIT B E H E R . . .  AND IT WAS THE KIND 
OF SOUND THAT MADE YOU CROAK, SPEECHLESS 
AND INTONE MARCUS GARVEY CHANTS LIKE A 
HARI-KRISHNA . . .  I FELT THE THRILL THEY 
CROSS AND RECROSS THE WORLD TO FIND’’ —  
Joe Strummer.
As the above example demonstrates, 
Croakin’ Joe don’t write your everyday 
sleeve notes, but if he gets a little carried 
away on this occasion it’s an under­
standable affair; the album on which he 
scrawls his enthusiasm across the back 
cover is nothing less than magnificent. 
What we have here is no less than 
sixteen tracks from Lee Dorsey, the
The song is interesting with its Latin over­
tones and beat, and is less the driving 
rockers that precede it. It has mellower, more 
colourful guitar, and some fine reggae 
touches thrown in by percussionist Ulysses 
Delvega. Nice (sic) piano ending.
TheJitle track, ‘Here Comes The Night’ 
opens side two with simple heavy-metal, 
saved entirely by Johansen’s vocals. Or shall 
I say that the vocals are the only decent thing 
about it? Same for ‘Suspicion’ with some 
dinky organ.
‘Party tonight’ is a reggae song, with a lot of 
“ I said yeah” ’s thrown about, and a won­
derful lead break that meshes well, in an 
unlikely way, with the rhythm and smooth 
organ sound.
The mood of this slower side intensifies, 
and approaches the Johansen of old in 
‘Havin’ So Much Fun’. A slow, off-beat 
rhythm, and more depth than most songs. 
The lyrics are pretty mundane, but the tone, 
sadness and tension of the song give them 
considerable weight.
‘Rollin’ Job’ is more cheerful, lightweight 
but rhythmic reggae, which mainly fills in time 
until ‘Heart Of Gold’ (not Neil Young). ‘Heart 
Of Gold’ is the typical ender of a Johansen 
album, sad and down-trodden, but steeped 
with feeling and style.
“Well I’ve been bought and baby.
I’ve been sold.
And I need protection from the cold.”
I dunno if Johansen has as much steam in 
him as he used to (he’s had a pretty good 
run), but he keeps working at it, and is still 
energetic and varied. It is a good record.
JOHN DOE
Bram Tchaikovsky
Funland
(Festival)
Davl(j Johansen pops up with a new 
album, and a new band. Nearly all of the 
songs have been written in cahoots with 
guitarist Blondie Chaplin, and one is 
written with old New York Dolls compat­
riot Sylvain Sylvain, who has appeared 
on the previous Johansen albums, but 
doesn’t play on this one. It’s a good 
record, but not necessarily a progres­
sion, or even an improvement for Johan­
sen.
‘Here Comes The Night’ opens with a ditty 
named ‘She Loves Strangers’, composed of 
some quickish heavy-metal guitar, and a 
sugary many-voiced “She loves strangers” 
chorus. Add a few steel drum taps for texture. 
Johansen’s voice is as good as ever, relaxed 
and punchy, and saves this song, like others, 
from complete failure.
Johansen’s ‘Personality Crisis’ comes out, 
with style mind you, in ‘Bohemian Love Pad’. 
There’s no doubt that this is a direct, and 
pretty good recreation of the Dolls sound, 
right down to the girlie backing vocals. It is 
probably the best track. There’s humour, 
spirit, and flowing, rhythmic rock’n’roll. This is 
the track that Syl Sylvain co-wrote, notice­
ably, but Chaplin certainly does not attempt 
to play like Thunders or Sylvain, which is a 
significant difference, but neither better nor 
worse.
I don’t think this is as good an album as 
Johansen’s previous two. It has not the 
subtlety or power through contrast that songs 
like ‘Frenchette’ or ‘Flamingo Road’ gave 
those two records. There’s no new ground 
broken here.
The next two songs follow the same 
pattern through to the last track on side one, 
‘Marquesa De Sade’. This is a change of 
pace and rhythm, and first taste of the old 
‘I’ve had it tough’ anti-rich David Johansen.
Bram Tchaikovsky, as you may know, 
used to be a Motor, and just to prove that 
they’re still good mates. Motor’s Nick 
Garvey and Andy McMaster provide 
some nice backing vocals, Bram and 
Nick Garvey share production credits, 
and Garvey provides one song, so 
Funland almost qualifies as a Motor’s 
effort. Unfortunately for Bram, from the 
evidence presented here it would seem 
that he had more going for him as a 
Motor.
All the hot shots are fired first — ‘Stand and 
Deliver’, the single ‘Shall We Dance?’ and 
‘Heart of Stone’, which despite the titles are 
all original songs but all of which could fairly 
be described as mediocre songs. The. pace 
hots up a bit for non-original ‘Breaking Down 
the Walls of Heartache’, side one concluding 
with ‘Model Girl’ with its standard ‘model girl 
in a modern world’ lyric.
But at least side one has continuity. Five 
pleasant, if uninteresting, medium paced 
rockers which somehow create a whole 
greater than the sum of individual parts. But 
even this redeeming unity is thrown out of the 
window on side two.'
First up is the trivial ‘Why Does My Mother 
Phone Me’, ‘Used To Be My Used To Be’ 
harks back to side one. Nick Garvey’s ‘Soul 
Surrender’ takes on all the dimensions of a 
Motors song, as might be expected, and 
sounds out of place. Bram then tries to 
compensate by introducing the pretty ballad 
‘Together My Love’ only to follow it with a 
full-on rockabilly piece, ‘Miracle Cure’ (“Next 
you’re gonna tell me pigs can fly” — could be 
one for Adelaide’s Spitfires to cover). The 
first hint of anything unusual comes in the 
album closer ‘Egyptian Mummies’, which it 
might be agreed is a bit late to start trying to 
confuse people. Six completely different 
songs on one side all sounding like they don’t 
belong on the same record as the other five. 
Even more confusing is that the album’s title 
and cover design, which suggests that there 
may be a carnival-type concept to at least
one of the songs contained therein, but which 
as far as I’ve been able to ascertain has 
nothing to do with any of them. Maybe I’ve 
missed something obvious, or maybe I’ve 
looked too hard, but to me this album doesn’t 
hang together right. Maybe Bram should 
leave the Motors if he wants to leave the 
-Motors.
ADRIAN MILLER
The Tubes  
The Completion 
Backward Principle 
(EMI)
Ah yes. The Tubes. Those terribly 
bizarre, (deviated White Dopes on Punk, 
oops, well anyway, they’re back, th is  
time they’re in suits, and parodying 
business men, postulating The Comple­
tion Backward Principle. I don’t suppose 
anyone does Devo better than Devo, but 
The Tubes look neat. Fee Waybill cuts a 
fine figure as a young executive, p’raps 
it’s his natural vocation after all.
Mostly this record souncfs like David 
Johansen singing for Devo with backing 
vocals. There isn’t a real lot else to say. 
Blinking keyboards, and some rocky guitar. 
Something seems to be missing here, 
perhaps The Tubes don’t care as much as 
they used to. Nothing really reaches out and 
GRABS you. No definite statement.
From ‘Talk To Ya Later’ through ‘Sushi Girl’ 
(“Will my Suki find me in time. Or will her 
sushi spawn. The odor drives me out of my 
mind. The scent goes straight to my prawn.”) 
to ‘Amnesia’, ‘Mr. Hate’ and ‘Attack Of The 
Fifty Foot Woman’, the lyrics and titles are 
quite The Tubes, but delivered in a Johnnies 
van, wrapped tidily and very inconspicuous. 
A parcel bomb that turns out to be a dud.
Side two carries on in the same vein, with 
no contrast, or variation to speak of, and 
passes by without really sinking any hooks in 
you. ‘Don’t Want To Wait Anymore’ is 
pleasantly melodic, but sounds like any other 
MOR after one listen (which might be The 
Tubes idea of a joke).
There’s something so restrained about 
this, I must be missing something. The last 
song, ‘Let’s Make Some Noise’ is just trite 
disco which sounds like The Village People, 
sedated!
Perhaps they’re onto the same deal as PiL, 
but approach it from a different angle.
JOHN DOE
Got something worth advertising? 
to join Roadrunner’s growing Perth 
section —
Phone Dennis Beros, Perth 381 6103
u m t t r e l lo
f f lU / K  “
Upstairs,
Cnr. Frome and Rundle Sts., 
City.
ADELAIDE'S SECOND­
HAND RECORD STORE. 
We buy your unwanted 
records and tapes. See us 
now for the best price 
in town.
LARGE STOCK 
OF INDEPENDENT 
SINGLES AVAILABLE
Bodgies -  'Sensational' (LP)
-  $9.50 (incl. p & p) 
Dagoes  -  ‘It's You' (double EP)
-  $7.50 (incl. p & p)
GOLDEN OLDIES
U-Bombs, Terminal Twist and Dagoes EPs 
Fast Forward cassette magazine issues 1-5.
M^, Phantom, Missing Link and Au Go Go labels.
\^ e n  in Perth, shop secondhand at ATLAST Records, 2nd Floor, Royal Arcade 
City,
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The most dangerous experiment in medical 
history is totally out of control.
I
N'OW SHOWING: SYDNEY, MELBOURNE, 
BRISBANE, ADELAIDE and PERTH.
BOP CATS
During the worst winter to hit Perth for 
years it is paradoxical that a bout of flu is 
responsible for reviving lagging local audi­
ences.
Coaxed into the limelight after last minute 
cancellations by several top bands, Bop Cats 
have taken the city by storm.
Headed by local identity Uohn “Johnno” 
Rawlins, Bop Cats are a gutsy little outfit 
determined to bring some life back into music 
and captivated audiences are hopping and 
bopping to some good covers by such people 
as Johnny Burnett, Eddie Cochrane, Robert 
Gordon and Eddie Kidd and the Pirates. 
Their sound is reminiscent of the early Sun 
Session days when music ceased to be 
merely a backdrop for vocals.
Boo Cats have managed to capture and
recreate that authentic rock and roll sound 
and then give it some balls.
Johnnos band idea originated during a visit 
to the U.K. in the early Pistols days. 
Impressed with what was happening there, 
he returned to Perth and started developing 
the Bop Cats in July last year.
While everyone is eager to hear this kind of 
music, few people actually play it and it was 
not until three months ago that Bop Cats as 
they are today were created.
The current lineup includes Mark Frayne 
(lead guitar) Phil Morgan (bass) Tony Mack 
(rhythm) Mark Nunn (drums) with Johnno out 
front doing his remarkable lead vocals.
Bop Cats will be making only rare appear­
ances for the next few months while increas­
ing their repertoire but we can anticipate an 
exciting dance-crazy summer in the not too 
distant future.
TANGO TAPES 
CASSETTE DUPLICATION
Hi-speed
Hi-fidelity
Ph. Charles Tango
(09)3816103
MUTANT MULE Recording Studio 
for
Master quality recordings
63 Thompson Road 
North Fremantle 
(09) 335 8582
NOTE * Due to industrial disputes, 
th is advertisement is sick &  must lie down!
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A U G U S T S B E N D I G O  S H O W G R O U N D S
6 A L B U R Y  C I N E M A  C E N T R E
7 R I V E R I N A  C O L L E G E ' W A G G A
8 D U B B O  C I V I C  C E N T R E
9 O R A N G E  A M O C O  C E N T R E
11 N E W C A S T L E  C I V I C  T H E A T R E
12 A R M I D A L E  U N I V E R S I T Y
13 L I S M O R E  C I T Y  H A L L
15 B R I S B A N E  C L O U D L A N b S
18 C O F F S  H A R B O U R  p l a n t a t i o n  H O T E L
19 C A P I T A L  T H E A T R E  S Y D N E Y
22 P A L A I S  T H E A T R E  M E L B O U R N E  
2A S H E P P A R T O N  C I V I C  C E N T R E
26 B A L L A R A T  C I V I C  C E N T R E ^
27 W A R R N A M B O O L  C A P I T O L  T H E A T R E
28  M T . G A M B I E R  K I N G S  T H E A T R E
29 T H E B A R T O N  T O W N  H A L L
30 W H Y A L L A  W E S T L A N D S  M O T O R  I N N
SEPTEM BERS P e r t h  e n t e r t a i n m e n t  c e n t r e
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